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DEDICATION 



Of the Second Edition of the Poems, 

formerly /irinted* 



TO THB 



NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 



OF THE 



.^» 



CALEDONIAN HUNT. 



Mt Lords and Gsntlbmbvj 

A Scottish Bard, /iroud of the 

name, and whose highest ambition is to 

sing in his Country's service, where shall 

he so lirofierly look for Jtatronage as to 

VOL. in. A the 
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Jhe illustrious names of his native Land ; 
those who hear the honours and inherit 
the virtues of their Ancestors ? The Po* 
etic Genius of my Country found me, as 
the prophetic bard Elijah did Elisha^-^at 
the PLOUGH ; and threw her inspiring 
mantle over me. She Tiade me sing the 
loves, the joys, the rural scenes and rural 
pleasures of my nutive soil, in nii^ native 

« 

tongue : I tuned n^r wild, artless notes, 
as she inspired. — She whispered me to 
come to this ancient Metropolis of Cale- 
donia, and lay my Songs under your 
honoured protection : I now obey her die- 
totes. 



Though much indebted to yout good-' 



ness. 
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Uess, I do not a/i/iroach you, my Lords 
and Gentlemen, in the usual style of de^ 
dicatiori, to thank you for past favours ; 
that /lath is so hackneyed hy /irostituted 
learning, that honest rusticity is ashamed 
of it. Nor do I present this Address with 
the venal $ouL of a servile Author, looking 
for a contiimation of those favours : I 
was bred to the Plough, and am inde^ 
fiendent. I come to claim the common 
Scottish name with you, my illustrious 
Countrymen ; and to tell the world that I 
glory in the title. I come to congratulate 
my Country, that the blood of her ancient 
heroes ^till runs uncontaminated ; and 
that, from your courage, knowledge, and 
public spirit, she may expect protection^ 

A 2 wealths 
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wealth, and liberty. In the last place, I 
come to proffer my warmest wishes to the 
Great Fountain of honour, the Monarch 
of the Universe, for your welfare and 
happiness. 



When you go forth to waJcen the 
JSchoes, in the ancient and favinirite 
amusement of your Forefathers, may 
Pleasure ever be of your party ; and may 
Social joy await yOfxr return! fFhen 
harrassed in courts or camps with the 
justlings of bad men and bad measures, 
may the honest consciousness of injured 
worth attend your return to your native 
Seats; and may Domestic Happiness, 
with a smiling welcome, meet you at your 

gates ! 
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gates ! May corrujlition shrink at your 
kindling indignant glance ; and may ty- 
ranny in the Ruler, and licentiousness in 
the Peo/ile, equally find you an inex* 
ordble foe ! 



I have the honour to he, 



With the sincerest gratitude. 



and highest resfiect. 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 



Your most devoted humble servant, 



ROBERT BURNS. 



Edinburgh, 
April 4th, 1787. 
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THE TWA DOGS, 



A TALE. 



TWAS in that place o* Scotland's isle. 
That bears the name o* Aluld King Coil^ 
Upon a bonie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the afternoon, 
Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame. 
Forgathered ance upon a time. 
TftL. III. B The 



( 2 ) 

The first Til name^ they ca'd him Casar^ 
Was keepit for his Honor's pleasure : 
His hair^ his size^ his mouthy his lugs^ 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs ; 
But whalpit some place far abroad. 
Where sailor's gang to fish for Cod. 

His locked, letter'd, braw brass collar, 
Shew'd him the gentleman and scholar : 
But though he was o' high degree. 
The fient a pride na pride had he ; 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin^ 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gypsey's messin. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae diiddic. 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him. 
And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him, 
And in his freaj^s had Ltiatb ca'd him. 
After some dog in Highland sang*. 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows how lang. 



He was a gash an faithful tyke. 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. ' 



His 



* Cachullin*s dog in Ossian*8 Fingal. 
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His honesty sonsie, baws*nt face^ 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy blaok ; 
His gawcie tail, wi' upward curl. 
Hung o'er his hurdies wi* a swirl. » 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither^ 
An' unco pack an' thick thegither ; 
Wi' fbcial nose whyles snufPd and snowkit, 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit ; 
Whyles scour'd awa in lang excursion^ 
An' wony'd ither in diversion ; 
Until wi dafHn weary grown. 
Upon a knowe they sat them down, 
And there began a lang digression 
About the hrds o the creation. 



I've aften wonder'd, honest Luath^ 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have ; 
An' when the gentry's life I saw. 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents. 
His coals, his kain, and a' his stents : 
He rises when he likes himsel ; 
His flunkies^ answer at the bdl ; 

Ba He 
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He ca*s his coach, he ca's his horse ; • 
He draws a bonie silken purse. 
As lang's my tail, whare, thro' the steeks. 
The yellow lettered Greordie kedcs. 

Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling. 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 
An' tho' the gentry first are stechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' fauce, ragouts, and sicklike trashtrie. 
That's little short o' downright wastrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner. 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner. 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honour has in a' the Ian' : 
An* what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 
I own it's past my comprehension. 



LUATH. 

Trowth, Osfefar, whyles they're fash'fc enough ; 
A cottar howkin in a sheugh, 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke. 
Baring a quarry, and sicklike. 
Himself^ a wife, he thus sustainji^ 
A smytrie o' wee duddie weans. 
An' nought but his han' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an' rape. 

An' 



( 5 ) 

An' when they meet wi* sair disasters^ 
Like loss o' healthy or want o' masters^ 
Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer. 
An' they maun starve o* cauld and hunger ; 
But, how it comes, I never kend yet. 
They're maistly wonderfu' contented ; 
An* buirdly chiels, an' clever hizzies, 
Are bred in sic a way as this is. 

But then to see how ye're negleckit. 
How hufTd, and cufTd, and disrespeckit ! 
L — d, man, our gentry care as little 
For ddvers, ditchers, an' sic cattle ; 
They gang as saucy by poor folk. 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 

I've notic'd, on our Laird's court-day, 
An' mony a time my heart's been wae. 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash. 
How they maun thole a factor's snash : 
He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear. 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear ; 
While they maun stan', wi' aspect humble. 
An' hear it a', an' fear an' tremble ! 

I see how folk live that hae riches ; 
But surely poor folk maun be wretches ? 



LUATH. 
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They're nac sae wretched's ane wad think ; 
Tho' constandy on poortith*s brink : 
They're sae accustom'd wi' the sight, 
The view o't gies thena little fright. 

Then chance an' fortune are sae guided. 
They're ay in less or mair provided ; ' 
An' tho' fatigu'd wi' close employment, 
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o' their lives. 
Their grushie weans an' faithfii' wives ; 
The prattling things are just their pride. 
That sweetens a' their fire-side. 

An' whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy ; 
They lay aside their private cares. 
To mind the Kirk and State afFdrs : 
They'll talk o' patronage and priests, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts. 
Or tell what new taxation's comin. 
An' feriie kt.thefotk in Lonon. 



As bleak-fac'd HoUowmass returns. 
They get thie jovial, mniing kiriis. 



When 
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When rural life^ b' ev*ry station^ 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Love blinks, Wit slaps, an* social Mirth, 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 
They bar the door on frosty winds ; 
The nappy reeks wi ■ mantling ream, » 

An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The luntin pipe, an' sneeshin mill. 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 
The cantie auld folks crackin cronse. 
The young anes rantin thro' the hbuse,-^ 
My heart has been sae fain to see them, 
•That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 

Still it's owre true that ye hae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften jday'd. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest fawsont folk. 
Are riven out baith root and branch. 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi' some gentle Master^ 
Wha', aiblins, thrang a parliamentin. 
For Britain'js guid his saul indentin — 

C^SAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 

For Britain s guid / guid faith ! I doubt it. 

Say 
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Say rather^ gaun as Fremiers lead him^ 
An* saying aye or no^ they bid him : 
At operas an* plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading; 
Or may be, in a frolic daft. 
To Hague or C(ilais takes a waft. 
To mak a tour, an' tak a whirl. 
To learn hon ton an* see the worl*. 

There, at Vienna or Versailles^ 
He rives his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout. 
To thrum guitars, and fecht wi* nowt ; 
Or down Italian vista startles^ 
Wh-re-hunting among groves o' myrtles : 
Then bouses drumly German water. 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter. 
An* clear the consequential sorrows. 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
For Britain s guid ! for her destruction ! 
Wi* dissipation, feud, an' faction. 
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^ech man ! dear sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae mony ^ braw estate ! 
Are we sae foughten an* harra8s*d 
For gear to gang that gate at last ! 

O would 
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O would they stay aback frae courts. 
An* please themsels wi' countra sports. 
It wad for cv'ry ane be better. 
The Laird, the Tenant, an* the Cotter ! 
Foe thae frank, rantin^ ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o* them*s ill-hearted fellows ; 
Except for breakin o' their timmer. 
Or speak^n lightly o* their limmer. 
Or shootin o* a hare or moor-cock. 
The ne'er a bit they're ill ,to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me. Master desar^ 
Sure great folk's life's a life o* pleasure ? 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can steer them. 
The vera thought o*t need na fear them. 



C^bS A.R* 

L — d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am. 
The gentles ye wad ne*er envy 'cm. 

It*s true, they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro* winter's cauld, or simmer's heat ; 
They've nae sair wark to craze their banes, 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes : 
But human bodies are sic fools. 
For a* their colleges and schools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them. 
They mak enow themsels to vex them ; 

An' 
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An' ay, the less they hae to sturt them. 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 
A country fellow at the pleugh. 
His acre*s till'd he*s right enough ; 
A country girl at her wheel. 
Her dizzen*s done, she's unco weel : 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warst, 
Wi' ev'ndown want o' wark are curst. 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy ; 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy ; 
Their days insipid, dull, an' tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang, an' restless ; 
An' even their sports, their balls an' races. 
Their galloping through public places. 
There's sic parade, sic pomp, an' art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches. 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae night they're mad wi'- drink an' wh-ring^ 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 
The Ladies arm-in-arm in clusters. 
As great and' gracious a' as sisters ; 
But hear their abs^it thoughts o' ither. 
They're a' run deils an' jads thegither. 
Whyles, o'er the wee bit cup an' platie. 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks. 
Pore owre the devil's picturM beuks ; 



Stake 



*m A V 
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Stake on a chance a fanner's stackyard, 
An* cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an* woman 5 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The brnn-^dock humm'd wi' lazy drone ; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan ; 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rgoic'd they were na men but dogs ; 
An' each took afF his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither day. 



SCOTCH 



( l^ ) 



SCOTCH DRINK. 



as 



Gtebim strong drifiky until be winky 

Tbafs sinking in despair 5 
An^ liquor guid to fire bis bluid, 

Tbat's frest wi^ grief an* care ; 
Tbere let bim bouse^ an* deep carouse, 

Wi* bumpers flowing o*ery 
Till be forgets bis loves or debts^ 

An* minds bis griefs no more. 

Solomon's Proverbs, xxxi. 6, 7. 



Let other Poets raise a fracas 

'Bout vines, an' wines, an' drunken Bacchusy 

An' crabbit names an' stories wrack us. 

An* grate our lug, 

I sing the juice Scots bear can mak us. 

In glass or jug. 

O thou. 
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O thou, my Muse I guid auld Scotch Drink ! 
Whether thro* wimpling worms thou jink. 
Or, richly brown, ream o*er the brink, 

In glorious faem. 
Inspire me, till I lisp and wink, 

To sing thy name 1 



Let husky Wheat, the haughs adorn, 
An* Aits set up their awnie horn. 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or mom, 

Perfume thd plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Barley corny 

Thou king o* ^ain I 



On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 
In souple scones, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling flood 

Wi* kail an* beef; 
But when thou pours thy strong heart's bloo 

There thou shines chief. 



Food fills the wame, an* kee^ us livin ; 

Tho* life's a gift no worth receivin. 

When heavy dragged wi' pine an* grievin ; 

But, oii'd by thee. 

The wheels o* life gae down-hill, scrievin,^ 

Wi* rattlin glee. 

Thou 
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Thou clears the head o* doited Le^r ; 
Thou cheers the heart o* droopiqg Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o* Labor sair^ 

At*s weary toil ; 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 



Aft, clad in massy siller weed, 
Wi' Gentles thou erects thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need. 

The poor man's wine, 
His wee drap parritch, or his bread. 

Thou kitchens fine. 



Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 
But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 
Ev'n godly meetings o' the saunts. 

By thee inspired. 
When gapiiig /they besiege the tehts. 

Are doubly fir'd. 



That merry night we get the com in> 
O sweedy then thou reams the horn in ! 
Or reekin on a New-year morning 

In cog or bicker, 
An' just a wee drap^sp'ritual bum. in. 

An' gusty sucker ! 

When 
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When Vulcan gies his, bellows .breath, 
An' ploughmen gather wi* their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee fizz an* freath 

r th' lugget caup ! 
Then Burnewin* comes on like death 

At cv'ry chaup. 



Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel; 
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel. 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy whed. 

The strong forehammer. 
Till block an* studdie ring an* reel 

Wi* dinsome clamour. 



When skirlirt weanies see the light. 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright. 
How fumblin cuifs their dearies slight ; 

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social nighty 

Or plack frae them. 



When 



* Bumewtfir^Bum^tbe-wind — the Blacksmith — an ap- 
propnate title. £. 
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When neebors anger at a plea. 
An' just as wud as wud can be. 
How easy can the harhy^hree 

Cement the quarrel ! 
It's aye the cheapest lawyer's fee, 

To taste the barrel. 



Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason ! 
But monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's season. 

E'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy j burning trash t 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drunken hash^ 

O' half his days ; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 



Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell. 
Poor plackless devils like mysel ! 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfii' wines to mell. 

Or foreign gill. 

May 
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May grbvds round his blather wrench. 
An* gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntle wi' a gluhch 

O* sour disdain. 
Out owre a glass o' whisky funcb' 

Wi* honest men. 



O Whisky ! soul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks ! 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses ! 
Thou comes — —they rattle i* their ranks 

At ither's a — s 1 



Thee, Ferintosh ! O sadly lost ! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 
Now colic grips, an* barkin hoast. 

May kill us a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' chartered boast 

Is ta'en awa ! 



Thae curst horse-leeches o' th* Excise, 
Wha mak the Whisky stells their prize ! 
Hand up thy han', Deil ! ance, twice, thrice ! 

There, seize the blinkers ! 
An' bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor d — n'd drinkers. 
VOL. III. C Fortune ! 
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Fortune I if thoull but gie me still 
Hale brecks, a scone, an* Whiskf gill^ 
An' rowth o' rhyme^to rave at wiU, 

Tak" a' the rest. 
An' deal't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 



THE 
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THB AUTHOR'S 

EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER* 

TO THB 

SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES, 

IK TUB 

HOUSE OF COMMONS. 



ss 



Dearest of Distillation ! last and best!' 
'How art tbou lost l « ■ 



Parody on Miltok. 



Ye Irish Lords^ ye Knights an* Squires, 
Wha represent our brughs an* shires, 
An* doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament. 
To you a simple Poet*s prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

C2 Alas! 



* This was written before the act anent the Scotch Dii- 
titleriet> of session 1786 ; for which Scotland and the Author 
return their most grateful thanks. 
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Alas ! my roupet Muse is hearse ! 
Your Honors heart wi' grief *twad pierce^ 
To see her sittin on her a — 

Low i' the dust. 
An' scriechin out prosaic verse. 

An* like to brust ! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me^ in great affliction. 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On Aquaviiae ; 
An' rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier Youtb, 
The honest, open, naked truth : 
Tell him o' mine an' Scodand's drouth. 

His servants humble : 
The muckle devil blaw ye south. 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb ! 
Let posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them wha grant 'em : 
If honestiy they canna come. 

Far better want 'em. 

In 
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In gath'rin votes you were na slack ; 
Now stand as. tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge your back. 

An' hum an' haw ; 
But raise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle ; 
Her mutchkin stoup as toom's a whissle ; 
An' d-mn'd Excisemen in a bussle. 

Seizin a Stelly 
Triumphant crushin't lilce a mussel ^ 

Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tither hand present her, 
A blackguard Smuggler right behint her, 
An' cheek-for-chow, a chuffie Vintner, 

CoUeaguing join. 
Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of 3.' kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name o' Scot, 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot. 
To see his poor auld Mither's pot 

Thus dung in staves. 
An' plunder'd o' her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas! 
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Alas ! Fm but a nameless wight^ 
Trode i* the mire out o* sight ! 
But could I like Monfgomertes fight. 

Or gab like Boswell^ 
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tight. 

An' tie some hose well. 

Grod bless your Honors, can ye see't^ 
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet. 
An' no get warmly to your feet. 

An' gar them hear it, 
hxC tell them wi' a patriot heat. 

Ye winna bear it ! 

Some o' you nicely ken the laws. 
To round the period an' pause. 
An' wi' rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues ; 
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster^ a true blue Scot I'se warran ; 

Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran* ; 

An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird o' Grabam^ ; 

An' ane, a chap that's d-mn'd auldfarran, 

Dundas his name. 

ErskinSy 

* Sir Adam Ferguson, jB, 

t The present Duke of Montrose. E. 



\ 
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EtsUm, a spunkie Norland billiev 
True CamphiUs^ Frederick an' llay ; 
An' Livingsione^ the )3auld JSir Willie ; 

An* monie ithers. 
Whom add Demosthenes or Tally 

Might own for brithcrs. 

Arouse^ my boys ! exert your mettle. 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 
Or faith ! FU wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'll see't or lang. 
She'll teach you, wi' a reekin whittle, 

Anither sang. 



\ This while she's been in crankous mood. 

Her lost Militia fir'd her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that pliskie !) 
An* now she's like to rin red-wud 

About her Whisky, 



An' L — d, if ance they pit her till't. 
Her tartan petticoat she'll kilt. 
An' durk an' pistol at her belt. 

She'll tak the streets. 

An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

r th' first she meets ! 

For 



1 
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* I * 

For G-d sake. Sirs ! then speak her fair, 
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair, 
An' ta the miickle house repair, 

Wi' instant speed. 
An' strive, wi' a' your Wit and Uear, 

To get remead. 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ! 
An' send him to his dicing box 

An' sportin lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid o' auld BoctmnocHs 
I'll be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks. 
An' drink his health in auld Nanse Timiock's* 

Nine times a-week. 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks. 

Wad kindly seek. 

Could 



* A worthy old Hostess of the Author's in Maucblme, 
where he sometimes studies Politics over a glass of gude 
auld Scotch Drink, 
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Could he 8ome commutation broach^ 
rU pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 
He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor ierudition. 
Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch. 

The Coalition. 



Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; 
She's just a devil wi' a rung ; 
An* if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be strung, 

She'll no desert. 

< 

An* now, ye chosen Frve-and-Fofty^ 
May still your Mither's heart support ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty. 

An* kick your place, 
Ye'U snap your, fingers, poor an' hearty. 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honors a* your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise. 
In spite o* a* the thievish kaes. 

That haunt St. Jamie^s ! 
Your humble Poet sings an' prays 

While Rai his name is. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 



LET half-starvM slaves in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich-clust'ring, rise ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne*er envies. 

But biythe and frisky, . 
She eyes her freebom, martial boys 

Tak afF their Whisky. 

What tho' their Phoebus kinder warms. 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms 1 
When wretches range, in famish'd swarms^ 

The scented groves. 
Or hounded forth, dishonor arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun^s a burden on their shouther ; 
They downa bide the stink o* powther ; 
Their bauldest thought^s a hankering swither 

To Stan* or rin. 
Till skelp— a shot — they're aiF, a* throwther. 

To save their skin. 



But 



i 



( ^7 ) 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill^ 
Gap in his cheek a Highland gili^ 
Say, such is royal George^ s will. 

An* there's the foe, 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doublings tease him ; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye he sees him ; 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gies him ; 

An* when he fa's. 
His latest draught o* breathin leases him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their solenm een may steek. 
An* raise a philosophic reek. 
An* physically causes seek. 

In clime and season ; 
But tell me Wbiskfs name in Greek, 

ril tell the reason. 

Scotland^ my auld, respected Mither ! 
Tho* whiles ye moistify your leather. 
Till whare ye sit, on craps o* heather. 

Ye tine your dam ; 
Freedom and Whisky gang thegither, 

Tak afF your dram ! 

THE 



n 
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THE HOLY FAIR«. 



A robe of seeming truth and trust 

Hid crafty Observation ; 
And secret bung, with poison* d crust , 

The dirk of Defamation : 
A mask that like tbegorgei sbow'd^w 

Dye-'Varying on the figton ; 
And for a mantle large and broody 

He wrapt bim in Religion. 

Htpocrjsy a-la-mode< 



I. 

Upon a simmer Sunday morn. 

When Nature's face is fair, 
I walked forth to view the com. 

An* snufF the caller air. 
The rising sun owre Galston muirs, 

Wi' glorious light was glintin ; 
The hares were hirjdin down the furs. 

The lavVocks they were chantin 

Fu* sweet that day. 



II. 



* fJoly Fair is a common phrase in the West of Scot- 
land for a sacramental occasion. 
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As lightsomdy I glowr'd abroad. 

To see a scene sae gay. 
Three Hizzies, early at the road. 

Gam skelpin up the way ; 
Twa had mantedies o* dolefu* blacky 

But ane wi* lyart lining ; 
The third, that gaed a-wee a-back^ 

Was in the fashion shining, 

Fu* gay that day. 

III. 

' The twa appearM like sisters twin, 

I In feature, form an' claes ! 

I Their visage, withered, lang an* thin. 

An' sour as ohy slaes : 
The third cam up, hap-step-an'-lowp. 

As light as ony lambie. 
An' wi' a curchie low did stoop. 
As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fu' kind that day. 



IV- 



Wi' bonnet aff, quoth I, ^ Sweet lass, 
* I think ye seem to ken me ; 

* I'm sure I've seen that bonie face, 
^ But yet I canna name ye,' 



Quo* 
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Quo' shc^ an' laughin as she spak^ 

An' taks me by the hands^ 
* Ye, for my sake, hae gi'eh the feck 

* Of a' the ten commands 

* A screed some day. 



V. 



* My name is Fun — your cronie dear, 

* The nearest friend ye hae ; 

* An' this is Superstition here, 

* An' that's Hypocrisy. 

* I'm gaun to *♦**♦♦»** Holy Fair^ 

* To spend an hour in d^ifiin : 

* Gin ye'll go there, yon runkl'd pair, 

* We will get famous laughin 

^ At them this day/ 



VI. 



Quoth I, ' With a' my heart, I'll do't; 

^ I'll get my Sunday's sark on, 
* An' meet you on the holy spot ; 

* Faith we'se hae fine remarkin !' 
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time 

An* soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi' monie a wearie body. 

In droves that day, 

vn. 
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Here farmen gash^ in ridin gndth , 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There^ swankies young, in braw braid-claith 

Are springin o*er the gutters. 
The lasses^ skeipin bai^t^ thnmg^ 

In silks an* scarlets glitter ; 
Wi' sweet-'tnilk cbeae^ in monie a whangs 

KvL fark bak'd wi' butter 
I Fu' cnunp that day* 

vni. 

L When by the /^/^ we set our nose, 

I Weel heaped up wi* ha*pence, 

A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws^ 

An* we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show^ 
On ev'ry side they're gathrin^ 
Some canying dales^ some chairs an* stools, 
I An* some are busy blethrin 

Right loud that day. 



IX. 



Here stands a shed to fend the showers. 

An* screen our countra Gentry, 
There, racer Jess, an* twa-three wh — res. 

Are blinkin at the entry. 

Here 



^ 
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Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 
Wi* heaving breast and bare neck, 

An* there a batch o* wabster' ladi^. 

Blackguarding frae K^- — ^ck 

' ' ' For yw» this day. 



X. 



Here some are thinkin oia their sins. 

An* some upo' their daes ; 
Ane curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays : 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi* screwed up grace-proud faces ; 
On that a set o* chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin On the lasses \ 

To chairs that day. 

XL 

I 

O happy is that man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Wha*s ain dear lass, that he likes best. 

Comes clinkin down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back. 

He sweetly does compose him ; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

A 

An's loof upon her bosom 

Unkend that day. 



XII. 



\ 
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XII. 

Now a* the congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation ; 
For ****** speels the holy door^ 

Wi* tidings o' d-mn-t— n. 
Should Hornie, as in ancient days^ 

'Mang sons o' G — present him. 
The vera sight o' *****'s face, 

To*8 ain het hame had sent him 

Wi' fright that day. 

XIII. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath. 

He's stampin an' he's jumpin ! 
His lengthen'd chin, his tum'd-up snout. 

His eldritch squeel and gestures, 
O hOw they fire the heart devout. 

Like cantharidian plasters. 

On sic a day ! 

XIV. 

But, hark ! the tent has chang'd its voice ; 

There's peace an' rest nae lariger : 
For a' the real judges rise. 

They canna sit for anger. 
Vol. III. D ***** opens 



( 34 ) 

•*•** opens out his cauld harangues^ 

On practice and on morals ; 
An' afF the godly pour in thrangs. 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lift that day. 

XV. 

What signifies his barren shine^ 

Of moral ppw*rs and reason ? 
His English style, an' gesture fine. 

Are 2l clean out o' season. 
Like Socrates or Antoninej 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man he does define. 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 

XVI. 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison'd nostrum ; 
For *******^ frae the water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G — ^ 

An* meek an' mim has view'd it. 
While Common-Sense has ta'en the road. 

An* afF, an* up the Cowgate*, 

Fast, fast, that day. 

XVII. 

* A street so called, which faces the teni in- 



\ 
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xvn. 

Wee ******, niest, the Guard relievcg. 

An* Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in hi»i heart he weel believes. 

An* thinks it auld wives' fables : 
But, faith ! the birkie wants a Manse, 

So, cannily he hums them ; 
Altho' his carnal wit an' sense 

Like hafilin&^ways o crcomes him 

At times that day. 

XVIII. 



Now butt an' ben, the Change-house fills, 

Wi' yill-caup Commentators : 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills. 
An' there the pint stowp clatters ; 
While thick an*" thrang, an' loud an' lang, 
Wi' Logic, an' wi* scripture, 
\ They raise a dia, that, in the end. 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

XDC. 

I Leeze me on Drink ! it gies us mair 

Than either School or College : 
I It kindles wit, it waukens lair, 

\ It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 

I>3 Bet 
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Be't whisky gill, or penny whecp, 

Or ony stronger potion. 
It never fails, on drinking deep. 

To kittle up our notion, 

By night or day, 

XX. 

The lads an* lasses, blythely bent 

To mind baith saul an' body. 
Sit round the table, weel content^ 

An' steer about the toddy. 
On this ane's dress, an' that ane's leuk. 

They're making observations ; 
While some are cozie i' the neuk. 

An' formin assignations ' 

To meet some day. 

XXI. 

But now the L— d's ain trumpet touts. 

Till a' the hills are rairin. 
An' echoes back return the shouts : ( 

Black ****** is na spairin : 
His piercing words, like Highlan swords^ , 

Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
His talk o* H-U, whare devils dwell. 

Our vera sauls does harrow*, 

Wi* fright that day. 

XXIL 

* Shakespeare's Hamlet. 
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A vBSt, unbottom'd^ boundless pit^ 

Fill'd fou o' lowin branstane, 
Wha*s ragin flame^ an' scorchin heat. 

Wad melt the hardest whun-stane ! 
The half asleep start up wi' fear. 

An' think they hear it roarin. 
When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neebor snorin 

Asleep that day. 

/ 

a 

XXIII. 

*Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 

How monie stories past. 
An' how they crouded to the yill. 

When they were a' dismist : 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an* caups^ 

Amang the furms an' benches ; 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps. 

Was dealt about in lunches. 

An* dawds that day, 

XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie, gash Guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife. 

The lasses they are shyer, 

Th« 
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The auld Guidmen^ about the grace j 

Frae side to side they bother. 
Till some ane by his bonnet latys. 

An* gi*es tbem't like a tether, 

Fu* lang that 6xj. 

XXV. 

Waesucks ! for him ^hat gets nae lass. 

Or lasses iiiat hae naediing ! 
Sma' need has he to say a grace. 

Or melvie his braw claithing ! 
O wives be mindfu', ance yoursel 

How bonie lads ye wanted. 
An* dinna, for a kebbuck-heel. 

Let lasses be affronted 

y On sic a day ! 

XXVI. 

Now ClinkumbeUy wi* rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow an* croon ; 
Some swagger ^ame, the best they dow. 

Some wait thV afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 
Wi* faith and hope, an* love an* driak> 

They*re a* in femojis twie^ 

For craqk that d*y* 

XXVIL 
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XXVII. 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O* sinners and o* lasses ! 
Their hearts o' stane gin night are gane. 

As saft as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fou o' love divine ; 

There's some are fou o' brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin^ 

May end in Houghmagandie 

Some ither day. 



DEATH 



( ^ ) 



DEATH 



AKD 



DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 



A TRUE STORY. 



Some books are lies frae end to end^ 
And some great lies were never penn'd : 
Ev'n Ministers they hae been kenn*d. 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend. 

And nairt wi* Scripture. 



But 
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But this that I am gaun to tell. 
Which lately on a night befd. 
Is just as trae's the Deil*s in h — 11 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel 

*S a muckle pity. 

The Clachan yill had made me canty, 

I was na fou, but just had plenty ; 

I stacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditches ; 
An* hillocks^ stanes^ an* bushes^ kenn*d ay 

Frae ghaists an' witches. 

• 

The rising moon began to glowr 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre : 
To count her horns, wi' a' my pow'r, 

I set mysel ; 
But whether she had three or four, 

I cou*d na tell. 



V 



\: 



I was come round about the hill. 
And todlin down on Willie's mill, 
Setting my staff wi* a' my skill. 

To keep me sicker i 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there 
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I there wi' Something did ibrgatlier^ 

That put me in an eerie awither ; 

An awfu* scythe, out-owre ae shouther^ 

Clear-dangling, hang; 
A three^tacM leister on the ither 

Lay, large an* lang. 



Its stature seemM lang Scotch elU twa, 
The que«^st shape that e'er I saw. 
For fient a wame it had ava ; 

And then its shankB, 
ITiey were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks. 



' Guid-een,' quo' I ; ^ Friend ! hae ye beett mawin, 
^ When ither folk are busy sawin* ?' 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan'. 

But naething spak ; 
At length, says I, ^ Friend, whare ye gaun, 

^ Will ye go back ?* 

It 



* This rencounter happened in seed time, 1785, 



( ^ ) 

It spak right howe, — ^ My naaac is Dsatb, 
' But be na' fleyU'^-Quoth I, ^ Guid faith, 
^ YeVe may be come to stap my breath ; 

^ But tent me billie ; 
' I rad ye wx^^ tak care o* skaith, 

* See there's a gully !* 



^ Gudeman/ quo' he, ^ put up your whittle^ 
* Pm no designed to try its mettle ; 
' But if I did, I wad be kittle 

^ To be mislearM, 
^ I wad na mind it, no that spittle 

^ Out-owre my beard/ 



' Wed, wed !' says I, ^ a bargain be't ; 

* Come, ^ea your hand, an' sae we're gree't ; 
' We'll ease our shanks an' tak a seat, 

^ Ccxne, gies your news ; 

* This while* ye hae been mony a gate 

^ At mony a house.' 



^Ay 



Wfmmi^mm^mmm^mmi-^fmmtmmfmfmi0mmi^''^^'*i^^mmmmnf'''^^^^^^^mm^mm^*r 



* An epidemical ferer was then ra^ng in that country. 
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' Ay^ ay !* quo* he^ an shook his head> 

* It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 

* Sin I began to nick the thread, 

^ An' ch(^e the breath : 

* Folk maun do something for their bread, 

^ An* sae maun Death. 



^ Sax thousand years are near hand fled 

* Sin* I was to the hutching bred, 

^ An* mony a scheme in vain*s been laid, 

^ To stap or scar me ; 

* Till ane Hornhook^s^ ta*en up the trade, 

* An* faith, he'll waur me. 



• Ye ken Jock Homhook i* the Clachan, 

• Deil mak his king's-hood in a spleuchan ! 

• He's grown sae well acquaint wi Bucban^ 

' An' ither chaps, 

• The weans had out their fingers laughin 

^ And pouk my hips. 

^See, 



* This gentleman. Dr. Hornbook, is, professionally, 
a brother of the sovereign Order of the Ferula ; but, by 
intuition and inspiration, is at once an Apothecary, Sur- 
geon, and Physician. 



t Buchan's Domestic Medicine. 
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* See, here's a scythe, and there's a dart, 

* They hae piere'd mony a gallant heart ; 

* But Doctor Hornbooky wC his art 

^ And cursed skill, 

* Has made them baith no worth a f— t, 

' Damn'd haet they'll kill . 

^ ^Twas but yestreen, nae &rther gaen, 

^ I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

^ Wi less, I'm sure, I've hundred's slain; 

^ But deil-ma-care, 
^ It just play'd dirl on the bane, 

^ But did nae main 



' Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 

* And had sae fortify'd the part, 

* That when I looked to my dart, 

^ It was sae blunt, 

* Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

^ Of a kail-runt. 



^ I drew my scythe in sic a fiiry, 
* I nearhand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
^ But yet the bauld Apotlecary 

' .Withstood the shock ; 
' I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

^ O' hard whin rock. 



( ^ ) 

' £v*n them he canna get attended:^ 
* Altho' their face he nc*er had kend it^ 
< Just — — «. in a kaH-blade, and seodit^ 

^ As soon he smells't, 
^ Baith their disease^ and ^at will mend k, 

^ At once he tells*t. 



^ And. then a* doctor^s sawa and whiitles^ 
' Of a' dimenstans^ shapes^ an* mettlear/ 
^ A* kinds o* boxes^ mugs^ an' bottles^ 

* He*s sure to hae ; 
^ Their Latin names bs fast he rattles 

^ As ABC. 



^ Calces o* fymhy earthy and trees ; 
^ True Sal-marimun o^ the seas^ 
' The Farina of beans and pciase^ i* 

^ He has*t in plenty ; 
^ Aqua^fontis^ vriiat you please^ 

^ He can content ye. 



^ Forbye some new, uncotnmon weapons, 

' Urinus Spiritus of capons ; 

* Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 

^ Distiird J>er se ; ^ 

^ Sal-alkali o' Midge-^taU-clippings, 

^ And mony mae/ 

* Waes 
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• Wacs me for Johnny GeS^ Hole* now/ 
QiM>' I^ ^ if that the news be true 1 

^ His.braw calf-v^ffd whare gowans grew^ 

* Sae white and bonie, 

* Nae doubt theyll rive it wi' the plew ; 

^c They'll ruin •7b3i«Vr 



The creature grainM an eldritch laugh^ 
And says, ^ Ye needna yoke the pleugh, 
^ Kirkyards will soon be tilPd eneugh, 

* Tak ye nae fear : 
' They'll a' be trench'd wi* mony a sheugh, 

' In twa-three year. 



^ Whare I killM ane a &ir strae death, 
^ By loss o* blood or want of breath, 
* This night Fm free to tak my aith, 

' That Hornbook's skill 
' Has clad a score i' their last claith, 

* By drap an* pill. 

^Att 



^■< 



^ The grave-digger. 



c» 
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I 

^ An honest Wabster to his trade^ 

^ Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce wcel bred^ 

* Gat tippence-worth to mend her head^ 

^ When it was sair ; 

* The wife slade cannie to her bed, 

^ But?» ne'er spak mair. 



* A countra Laird had ta'en the batts, 

* Or some curmurring in his guts, 

* His only son for Hornbook sets, 

^ An' pays him well. 
^ The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 

^ Was laird himsel. 



* A bonie lass, ye kend her name, 

* Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wamc ; 

* She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

^ In HomhooK^ care ; 

» 

* Horn sent her afF to her long hame, 

^ To hide it there. 



^ That's just a swatch o' Homhooh's way ; 

• Thus goes he on from day to day, 

* Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

^ An's weel paid for't ; 
^ Yet stops me o' my lawfii' prey, 

' Wi' his d-mn'd dirt : 

' But, 
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^ But, hark ! Til tell you of a plot, 

* Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; 

* ril nail the self-conceited Sot, 

^ As dead*s a herrin : 
^ Niest time we meet. Til wad a groat, 

* He gets his fairin V 

But just as he began to tell. 

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Which rais'd us baith ; 
I took the way that pleasM mysd. 

And sae did Death. 



Toi.. Ill S TEJS 
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THE 



BRIGS OF AYR, 



A POEM. 



Inscribed to J. B*********, Esa. Ayr. 



The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, 

Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough ; 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush. 

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn bush ; 

The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill. 

Or deepHon'd plovers, grey, .wild-whistling o*er the. hill ; 

Shall he, nurst in the Peasant's lowly shed, 

To hardy Independence bravely bred. 

By early Poverty to. hardship steel'd. 

And train'd to arms in stem Misfortune's field ; 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes. 

The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or 



I 
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Or labour hw^d the panegyric cloSe^ ; 
With all the V^nal sbul^ of dedicating Prose ? 
No ! thoiigh "feis artlfess strains he rudely sings/ 
And throws his' hand nirieouthly o*er the strings, 
JBe glows with all the spirit of the^Bdfd, ■ '' 
Fame, honest ikme^ ' his great, his dear rewlEif d: 
Still, if some EatroD^i generous care he trace, 
Skiird in the^feecret, lo bestow with grace ; 
When B*********^ befiiends-Ms htiiiible namci 
And hands the rustic Sttranger up to fame. 
With hearfelt throes his grateful boibm sWell*,' 
The godlike bliss, to give, akih6 excels. 



; ./ 



• j' 



. :j'» 



'TwAS when the stacks get on their winter-hap. 
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are snugged up frae skaith 
Of coming Winter's biting, frosty breath ; 
The bees, rejoicing o*er their summer toils, 
Unnutnber'd buds an' flowVsV delicious spoils, 
Seal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen piles. 
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the weak. 
The death o' devils smoor'd wi' brimstone reek^ 
The thundering guns are heard on ev^ry side, 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The feather'd field-mates, boun4 by Nature's tie, 
sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 

E 2 (What 
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(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 
And execrates man*s savage, ruthless deeds !) 
Nae mair the flow'r in fidd or meadow springs ; 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings. 
Except perhaps the Robin's whistling glee. 
Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree : 
The hoary, moms precede the sunny days. 
Mild, calm, serene, wide-spreads the noon-tide blaze. 
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in the rays. 
'Twas in that season, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, smiplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr^ 
By whim inspired, or haply prest wi* care. 
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout. 
And down by Simpsoti^^ wheel'd the left about : 
(Whether impelled by all-directing Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor why) 
The drowsy Dungeon-clock '^ had numbered two. 
And fVallace Tow*r 'f' had sworn the fact was true : 
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen sounding roar. 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along the shore : 

All 



* A noted tavern at the Auld Brig end* 
t The two steeples*. 



« 



( 53 ) 

All else was hush*d as Nature's closed e*e ; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tow'r and tree : 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam. 
Crept gently-crusting, o'er the glittering stream. 



When, lo f on either hand the list'ning Bard, 
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air. 
Swift as the Gos^ drives on the wheeling hare ; 
Ane on th' jiuld Brig his airy shape uprears. 
The ither flutters o'er the rising fiers : 
Our warlock Rhymer instantly descry 'd 
The Sprites that owrc the Brigs of Ayr preside. 
(That Bards are second-sighted is nae joke. 
And ken the lingo of the spiritual folk ; 
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain them. 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Pictish race. 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He seem'd ^ he wi' Time had warstl'd lang,' 
Yet teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat. 
That he, at Lonon^ frae ai^e Adams y got ; 
In*s hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygigums at the head. 

The 



* The gos-hawk, or falcon. 
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The Goth was stalking round with anxious search^ 
Sppng the time- worn flaws in ev'ry arcfi ; . 
It chancM his new-come neebor ^k his e'e. 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart ha|d he 1 
Wi* thieveless sneer to see his modish mien^ 
He, down the water, gies him this guideen — 



AULP BRIG. 

I doubt' na, frlen', yell think yeVe nae sheep-shank, 
Ance ye were stre^kit o'er frae bank to bank* ! 
But gin ye be a brig as avdd as me, 
Tho' faith that day I doubt, ye'U never s6e ; 
There'll be, . if that date cpme, I'll wad a boddle. 
Some fewer whigmelei^ri^ in your coddle. 



NEW BRIG, 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense. 

Just much about it wi' your scanty sense ; 

Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street. 

Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet. 

Your ruin'd, formless bulk o' stane an' lime. 

Compare wi' bonie Brigji 6* modem time ? 

There's men o' taste wou'd tak the Dwat-str^am*, 

Tho' they should cast the vera sark and swim. 

E'er 



* A noted ford, just above the Auld Brig. 
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E'er they would grate their feelings wi' the view 
Of sic an iigly, 'Gothic hulk as you* 



AULD BRIG, 



Conceited gowk I pufPd up wi' windy pride ! 

This mony a year IVe stood the flood an' tide ; 

And tho' wi' crazy eild Fm sair forfaim, 

I'll be a Brigj when ye're a shapeless cairn ! 

As yet ye little ken about the matter. 

But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 

When heavy, dark, continued, a'-day rains, 

Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 

When from the hills where springs the brawling Coily 

Or stately Lugars mossy fountain's boil. 

Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course. 

Or haunted Garpal* draws his feeble source, 

Arous'd by blust'ring winds an spotting thowes. 

In mony a torrent down the sna-broo rowes ; 

While crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat> 

Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate ; 

And 



♦ The banks of Garpal Water is otte of the few places in 
the West of Scotland, where those fancy scaring beings, 
known by the name of GbaisU, still continue pertinaciously 
to inhabit* 
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And from Glenhuck*, down to the SaUon-Keyjf^ 
Auld Jlyr is just one lengthened, tumbling sea ; 
Then down ye'U hurl, deil nor yc never rise ! 
And dash the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skie8« 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost. 
That Architecture's noble art is lost ! 



NEW BRIG. 



Fine ArcAiUcfure, trowth, I needs must say't o't ! 

The L— d be thankit that weVe tint the gate o*t ! 

Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices. 

Hanging with threat'ning jut, like precipices ; 

O'er arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves. 

Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves : 

Windows and doors, in nameless sculptures dreit. 

With order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 

Forms like some bedlam Statuary's dream. 

The craz'd creations of misguided whim ; 

Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended knee. 

And still the second dread command be free. 

Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea. 

Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 

Of any mason reptile, bird or beast ; 

Fit 



*•»■ 



• The source of the river Ayr, 

t A small landing place above the large key. 
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Fit only for a doited Monkish race^ 

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace^ 

Or Cuifs of latter times, wha held the notion 

That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 

Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection. 

And soon may they expire, unblest with resurrection I 



AULB BRie. 

O ye, my dear-remember'd, ancient yealings, 

Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings ! 

Ye worthy Proveses^ an* mony a Bailie, 

Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil ay ; 

Ye dainty Deacon, an' ye douce Com>eenerSy 

To whom our modems are but causey-cleaners ; 

Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town ; 

Ye godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 

Wha meekly gic your hurdles to the smiters ; 

And (what would now be strange) ye godly Writers : 

A' ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo, 

Were ye but here, what would ye say or do ! 

How would your spirits groan in deep vexation. 

To see each melancholy alteration ; 

And agonizing, curse the time and place 

When ye begat the base, diegen'rate race ! 

Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their country's glory. 

In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 

Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an' douce. 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 

But 
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But staumrcl, corky-headed, gracele® Gentry, 
The herryment and ruin of the country ; 
Men, three-parts made by Taylors and by Barbers^ 
Wha waste your wed-jiain'd gear ond— -.d new Brigs tmd 
Harbours/ 



NEW BfilG. 

Now baud you there ! for faith yeVe said enough, 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through. 
As for your Priesthood, I shall say but little. 
Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 
But, under favor o' your langer beard. 
Abuse o' Magistrates might weel be spared : 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In -^r. Wag- wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth ^ a Citizen,' a term o* scandal : , 
Nae mair the Council waddles down the street. 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an' raisins. 
Or gather'd lib'ral views in Bonds and Seisins. 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 
Had shor'd them with a glimmer of his lamp. 
And would to Common-sense, for once betray'd them. 
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them. 



What 



I 
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What farther clishmaclaver might been said, 
What bloody wars!, if Sprites had blood to shed, 
No man can tdl ; but all before their sight, 
A fairy tr^n appeared- in order bright : 
Adown the glittering stream they featly danc'd ; 
Bright to the mooa their various dresses glancM : 
They fboted.o!er the wat'ry glass so neat, 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet : 
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung, 
And soul-ennobling ^Bards heroic ditties sung. 
O had M^ Lauchlan^ y thairm-inspiring Sage, 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage. 
When thro* his AesxStr^hspeys they bore with Highland rage 
Or when they struck old Scotia'^ melting airs. 
The lover's raptured joys or Weeding cares ; 
How would his Highland lug been nobler fir'd. 
And ev'n his matchless hand with finer touch inspired ! 
No guess could tell what instrument appeared. 
But all the soul of Music's self was hear'd ; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part. 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 



The Grenius of the Stream in front appears, 
A venerable Chief advanced in years ; 



His 



* A well known performer of Scottish music on the violin. 
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His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, * 

His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 

Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring^ 

Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring ; 

Then, crown'd with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 

And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye : 

All-cheering Henty, with her flowing horn. 

Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding corn ; 

Then winter's time-bleach*d locks did hoary show. 

By Hospitality with cloudless brow. 

Next followed Courage with his martial stride. 

From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide ; 

Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 

A female form, came from the towVs of Stair : 

Learning and Worth in equal measures trode. 

From simple Catrine^ their long-lov*d abode : 

Last, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a hazle wreath. 

To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 

The broken iron instruments of death ; 

At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kindlmg wrath. 



THE 
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THE 



ORDINATION. 



For sense tbey little owe to Frugal Heav'n.-^ 
To please tbe Mob tbey bide tbe little giv*n^ 



I. 



K********* Wajbsters fidge an* claw, 

An* pour your creeshie nations ; 
AnVyc wfaa leather rax an' draw. 

Of a' denominations ; 
Swith to the Laigb Kirk, ane an' 2l\ 

An' there tak up your stations ; 
Then afF to B-gb'-^s in a raw. 

An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 



11. 
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II. 

Curst Common-sense, that imp o* h-U, 

Cam in wi Maggie Lauder* ; 
But O******* aft made her yell. 

An' R***** sair misca'd her ; 
This day M^******* takes the flail. 

An' he's the boy, will* blaud her ! 
He'll clap a shangan on her tail. 

An' set the bairns to daud her 

Wi' dirt this day. 

III. 



• • • I 
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Mak haste an' turn king David owrc. 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor ; 
O' double verse come gie us four. 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the Kirk kidcs up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her. 
For Heresy: is.' id ^hertpo^'r; ' 

And gloriously she'lbwhang>Jicrr f. 

Wi' pith! thiis day.' ' 



i 



f 



IV. 



* Alluding to a scoffing ballad which was 'made on 
the admiissibri of the late feeverend and worthy Mr, L. 
to the Laigh Kirk. 
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rv. 

Come let a ^woper text be read. 

An' touch it aiF wi' vigour, 
Hdw graceless JSam^ l^ugh at his Dad, 

Whith made Canaan k niger ; 
Or Fbineas ^ drove the milrdering blade, 

Wi* wh-re-abhorring ngotir ; ' 
Or Z//>/ortfi5 :}:,' the scauldin jad. 

Was like a Wuidy tiger 

r th* inn that day. 



V. 



There, try his mettle on, tjie creed,. 

And bind him down wi' caution. 
That Stipend is a carnal w^. 

He taks but,iSi>r the ^sl^oa ; 
And gie him,o'e^ the flock,'4o feed^ 

And punish eadi tr^ns^^resMOsi ; ' 
Especial, r^^^zf ^h^t cro(^tbi^f))reed, 

Gie themjsiiriBjpiept threshin. 

Spare them nae day. 

VL 






* Genesis, cfi. ix. ver 2^. 

> r ■ * ■ 

t Numbers, ch. xxv* ver. 8. 
% Exodus, ch. iv. ver. 31. 



1 
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VL 

Now auld K********* cock thy taU, 

And toss thy horns fu' canty ; 
Nae mair thou'lt rowte out-owre the dal^ 

Because thy pasture's scanty ; 
For lapfu's large o' gospe/ kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty. 
An' rrmfs o* grace the pick and wale^ 

No gi'en by way o' dainty. 

But ilka day* 

VIL 

Nae mair by BaheTs streams we'll weep. 

To think upon our Zion ; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep. 

Like baby-clouts a-dr3an : 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tunefii' cheep. 

And o'er the thairms be tryin ; 
Oh, rare ! to see our elbucks wheep. 

And a/ like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' fast this day ! 

VIII. 

Lang Patronage, wi rod o' aim. 
Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin. 

As lately F-nw-^ckj sair forfaim. 
Has proven to its ruin : 



Our 



t 
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Our Patron, honest man ! Gl*******, 
He saw mischief was brewin ; 

And like a godly elect bairn. 
He's wal*d us out a true ane. 

And sound this day. 

IX. 

Now R******* harangue nae mair, 

But steek your gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town of A**, 

For there they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear. 

Ye may commence a Shaver ; 
Or to the N-th-rUn repair, 

And tunji a Carpet-weaver 

AfF-hand this day. 



X. 



M***** and you were just a match^ 

We never had sic twa dropes : 
Auld Hornie did the Laigb Kirk watch, 

Just like a winkin baudrotis : 
And ay' he catch'd the tithcr wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons : 
But now his honour maun detach, 

Wi* a* his brimstone squadrons. 

Fast, fast this day. 

YOL. III. F XI. 
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XI. 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 

She's swingein thro' the city ; 
Hark, how the nine-tail'd cat she plays ! 

I vow its unco pretty : 
There, Learning, with his Greekish face. 

Grunts out some Latin ditty ; 
And Common Sense is gaun, she says. 

To mak to Jatnie Beat He 

Her plaint this day, 

XII. 

But there's Morality himsel. 

Embracing all opinions ; 
Hear, how he gies the tither yell. 

Between his twa companions $ 
See, how she peels the skin an' fell. 

As ane were peelin onions ! 
Now there — they're packed afF to hell, 

And banish'd our dominions. 

Henceforth thhS day. 

^ XIII. 

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come bouse about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter : 
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M^####*#»^ R###*#^ are the boys. 

That Heresy can torture ; 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyse. 

And cow her measure shorter 

By th* head sonie day. 

XIV. 

Come, bring the tither mutchkin in. 

And here's, for a conciusion, 
To every New Mght^ mother's con. 

From this time forth. Confusion : 
If mair they deave us with their din. 

Or Patronage intrusion. 
We'll light a spunk, and, ev'ry skin, 

We'll rin them afF in fusion 

Like oil, some day. 



1^^^^-^—^^™ ■ ■ - - - -^-^— ^^— ^*^-^ ,, .n_i lXj'"*" 



* New^ligbt is a cantiphrase, in the West of Scotland, 
for those religious opinions which Dr> Taylor of Norwich 
has defended so strenuously. 



F 2 THE 
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THE 



CALF. 



TO THE REV. MR. 



On bis Texty Malachi, ch. iy. ver. 2, ^^ And they 
^^ shall go forth^ and grow up^ like calvbs of the 
" staU." 



Right sir \ your text FU prove it true. 
Though Heretics may laugh ; 

For instance ; there's yoursel just now, 
God knows, an unco Calf ! 

And should some Patron be so kind. 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 
I doubt na, Sir, but then we'll find, 

YeVe still as great a StirL 



But, 
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But, if the Lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot. 
Forbid it, ev*ry heavenly Power, 

You e*er should be a Stot ! 

Tho', when some kind, connubial Dear, 

Your but-and-ben adorns. 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble head of hornsy 

And in your lug, most reverend J y 

To hear you roar and rowte. 

Few men o' sense will doubt your claims 
To rank amang the nowte. 

And when yeVe numbered wi* the dead, 

Below a grassy hillock, 
Wi* justice they may mark your head— 

^ Here lies a famous Bullock /' 



ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 



TO THE DEIL. 



■hP — m 'mm 



Prince ! Cbitf of man^ throned Pow'rs, 
That led tb' embattl'd Seraphim to war — 

Milton* 



O THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 
Auld Homie, Satan^ Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' spotie. 

Closed under hatches^ 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie^ 

To scaud poor wretches* 

Here 



( 71 ) 

Here me, auld Hangie, for a wee. 
An* let poor damned bodies be ; 
Tm sure smaV pleasure it can gie, 

Ev*n to a dei/, 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me. 

An' hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh's thy hame, 
p Thou travels far ; 

An' faith ! thou's neither lag nor lame. 

Nor blate nor scaur. 



Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion. 
For prey, a' holes an' comers tryin ; 
Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 

Tirling the kirks ; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin. 

Unseen thou lurks. 



I've heard my reverend Grannie say. 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where auld-ruin'd castles, gray. 

Nod to the moon. 
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's way, 

Wi* eldritch croon. 

When 



I 
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When twilight did my Graunie summon^ 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bummin, 

Wi* eerie drone ; 
Or, rustlin, thro' the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 



Ae dreary, windy, winter night. 
The stars shot down wi* sklentin light, 
Wi' you, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough ; 
Ye, like a rash-buss, stood in sight, 

Wi' waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my nieve did shake. 
Each bristl'd hair stood like a stake. 
When wi' an eldritch stour, quaick- — quaick — 

Amang the springs, 
Awa ye squatter'd, like a drake. 

On whistling wings. 

Let warhch grhn, an' wither'd hags^ 
Tell how wi' you on ragweed nags. 
They skim the muirs, an' diz^y crags, 

Wi' wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 

Thenoc 
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Thence cbuntra wives> wi' toil an* pain. 
May plunge an* plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For, oh ! the yellow treasure's taen 

By witching skill ; 
j^n* dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie's gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 



Thence mystic knots mak great abuse, 
On young Guidmen, fond, keen, an* crouse ; 
When the best wark-lume i* the house. 

By cantrip wit. 
Is instant made no worth a louse. 

Just at the bit« 



When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord. 
An* float the jinglin icy-boord. 
Then tVaier-kelfies haunt the foord, 

By your direction. 
An* nighted Trav*llers are allur*d 

To their destruction* 



An* aft your moss traversing Spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an* drunk is : 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkies 

Delude his eyes. 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne*er mair to rise. 

When 
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When Masons* mystic word an' grip^ 
In storms an* tempests raise you up^ 
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop^ 

Or, strange to tell ! 
The youngest Brother ye wad whip 

AfF straught to hell ! 



Lang syne, in Ederi% bonie yard, 
When youthfii' loyers first were psdr'd. 
An* all the soul of Ipve they sharM, 

The raptur'd hour. 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry swaird. 

In shady bow*r : 

Then you, ye auld, snic-drawing dog f 
Ye came to Paradise incog, , 

An* play'd on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa ! ) 
An* gied ^the infant warld a shog, 

*Maist ruin*d a*. 



D*ye mind that day, when in a bizz, 
Wi* reekit duds, an* reiestit gizz. 
Ye did present your smoutie phiz, 

*Mang better folk. 
An* sklented on the ntan of Uzz 

Your spitefu' joke ? 



An* 
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An' how ye gat him i* your thrall^ 
An* brak him out o' house an* hall. 
While scabs an' botches did him gall, 

A^i' bitter claw. 
An* lows*d his ill-^tongu'd, wicked Scawl, 

Was warst ava ? 



But a* your doings to rehearsoi 
Your wily snares an* fechtin fierce. 
Sin* that day Michael* did you pierce, 

Down to this time. 
Wad ding a* Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 



An* now, auld ClooiSy I ken ye*re thinkini 
A certain Bardie*s rantin, drinkin. 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin. 

To your black pit ; 
But, faith ! he*ll turn a comer jinkin. 

An* cheat you yet. 



But, 



* Vide Milton, Book VI. 
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But, fare you weel, atdd Nickie-ben ! 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake — 
Fm wae to think upo* yon den, 

£v*n for your sake i 



THE 



< 77 ) 



THE 



DEATH AND DYING WORDS 



OP 



POOR MAI LIE, 



THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE. 



An unco mournfii* Tale. 



As Mailiej an' her lambs thcgither^ 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch. 
An' pwre she warsFd in the ditch : 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie. 
When Hughoc^ he cam doytin by. 



wr 



* A neibor herd-callan. 
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Wi' glowrin cen, an* lifted ban's. 
Poor Hughoc like a statue stands ; 
He saw her days were near hand ended. 
But, waes my heart ! he could na mend it 1 
He gaped wide, but naetbing spak ; 
At length poor Mailii^ silence brak; 

^ O, thou, whase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my woefu' case ! 
My dying words attentive hear. 
An* bear them to my Master dear. 

^ Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O, bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair ! 
But ca' them out to park or hill. 
An' let them wander at their will ; 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o' woo' \ 

* Tell him, he was a Master kin'. 
An' ay was guid to me and mine ; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him. 
My helpless lambs I trust them wi' him. 

* O, bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butcher's knives ! 

But 
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But gie them guid cow-milk their fill,' 
Till they be fit to fend themsd ; 
An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
Wi' teats o' hay an' rips o' com. 

^ An' may they never learn the gaeU 
Of ither vile, wanrestfu' pets I 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal. 
At stacks o' pease, or stocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great Forbears, 
For monie a year come thro' the sheers : 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread. 
An' bairas greet for them when they're dead, 

^ My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi' care ! 
An' if he live to be a beast. 
To pit some bavins in his breast ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name. 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame ; 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots. 
Like ither menseless, graceless, brutes. 

* An' niest my yowie, silly thing, 
Gude keep thee frae a tether string ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi' ony blastit, moorland toop ; 
But ay keep mind to moop an mell, 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thysel ! 



And 
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* And now, my bairns, wi' my last breath, 
I lea*e my blessin wi* you baith : 
An' when you think upo' your Mither, 
Mind to be kin* to ane anither. 

^ Now, honest Hugboc, dinna fail 
To tell my Master a* my tale ; 
An* bid him bum this cursed tether. 
An', foi; thy pains, thou'se get my blether/ 

This said, poor Mailie tum'd her head. 
An' clos'd her een amang the dead. 



POOR 
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iPOOR MAI LIE'S 



ELEGY. 



Lament in rhym6> lamenl in prose, 
Wi* saut tears trickling down your nose j 
Our bardie's fate is at a close. 

Past 2L remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane of his Vf6is ; 

^ Poor Mailiis dead ! 



Its no the loss o* Warl's geaf. 
That could sae bitter draw the te^r, 
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 
He*s lost a friend and neebor dear, 

I^ Mailie dead* 

Thit)* a* the toun she trotted by him ; 
A lang half'-ihile she could descry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat^ when she did spy him^ 

She ran wi' speed : 
A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cani nigh hini^ 

Than Mailie de^d« 
VOL. in. G I wat 
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I wat she was a sheep o* sense. 
An' could behave hersel wi* mense : 
ril say't, she never brak a fence. 

Thro* thievish greed. 
Our bardie^ lanely^ k^pi? the spence 

Sin* Mailies dead. 



Or, if be wander^ up. thp hgwc^ 
Her living image in her j^o^m. 
Comes bleating to him, owre thf^ l^^^^^^j 

For bits o' bread ; 
An' down (bo teriny ^pmvk roiire . . . 

For Mai/i^ dead. 



She was nae get o- moorlaDd! tip9, 
Wi' tawted fcet, an' hairy hipt ; 
For her forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed: 
A bonier J^i ne'er cross'd the clips • 

Than Mamie's dead. 



Wae worth the man wba fmt did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing — a rape / 
It maks guid fellows gim an* gape, 

Wi'-'chokiri dread ; 
An' Bbbm\ bonnet wave wi' crape, 

For Mailie dead. 



aa- 
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O, a* ye bards on bonie Doon ! 
An' wha on Ayr your chanters tunc ! 
Come^ join the melancholious croon 

O' Robins reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon ! 

His MaiUi dead. 



Ga TO 
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TO 



J. s * * * ». 



mm 



Friendship ! mysterious cement of tbe soul ! 
Sweetener of life, and solder of society ! 
I owe tbee much. 



Blair. 



i 



Dear S****, the sleest, paukie thief. 
That e'er attempted stealth or riefj 
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Against your arts. 



For 
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For me, T swear by sun an' moon, 
And ev*ry star that blinks aboon^ 
YeVe cost me twenty pair o* shoon 

Just gaun to see you ; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done^ 

Mair taen Fm wi' you. 



That auld capricious carlin, nature^ 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature. 
She's tum'd you off, a human creature 

On her^rsf plan. 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry feature. 

She's wrote, M^ Man. 



Just now I've taen the fit o' rhyme. 
My barmie noddle's working prime. 
My fancy yerkit up sublime 

Wi' hasty summon : 
Hae ye a leisure-moment's time 

To hear what's comin ? 



Some rhyme a neebor's name to lash ; 
Some rhyme (vain thought !) for needfu' cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash. 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for fun. 

The 
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The stutf thbt rates tny luddasi lot^ 
Has fated me the tiis^t ccnU^ 
An' damn'd my fbrtUfte to ^b gfOat t 

JBlit ki requite 
Has blest me Wi* d ^dom i^oi 

O' <iountra wit. 



This while my notion's tacn a sklent. 
To try my fate in guid, hhxkprent ; 
But still the mair Vm that way bent. 

Something cries, ^ Hoolie ! 
^ I red you, honest man, tak tent 1 

* Ye!ll shaw your folly. 

^ There's ither poets, much your betters, 
* Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letter^ 
^ Hae thought they had ensur'd thdr debtors, 

^ A' future ages ; 
' Now moths deform in shapeless tetters, 

^ Their unknown pages/ 

Then &rewel hopes o' laurel-boughs. 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thirang. 
An' teach the lanely. heights an' howes 

My rustic sang, 

I'll 
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How n^vdr-'bi^tm^ iiielMa^ts s|>^^i 
Tin fate shdi siia^ ^ brHtie t^^ftd ; 

l!km, all unknown^ 
VVi&y meifAth^* mgl&nomi^^ 

iFbi-got and gone ! 

Bittwbjr d' de^lh bi^^ a tide? 
Just liawwe^it Ihiin^mixhd ahdlftfe^ 
Then top «iid nupnui^ crottd the ^l. 

Heave ^^r^ o*er side ! 
And ^lai^> %^sSm^ ^oyiiient'g gel^y 

Let^s tak the tide. 



This iife^ Sde &t*s I und^f^tffid^ 
Is a' enchanted ^iry kivd^ 
Where pleasure is* tfre mai^ irand^ 

Tliaft^ wielded right, 
Maks hours like minutes, hand in haiid, 

DaiiCe by fu' light. 

The nu^-wdnd tbeit id: us "mdld^ 
For, ance that five^aii'.-fi«rty's »p6el'd, 
See crazy, wtery, joyless did, 

Wi* wrinkl'd face, 
Comes hostin^ liiipfo owve tba field, 

WV creepin pace. 



When 
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When ance life s day drawBi near i|^^ g)qamin. 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin, $, . 
An' fareweel chearfu' tankards foamii^: i . 

An' social noise ; 
An' fareweel dear^ deluding woman, , , ; III 

The joy of joys ! 

O Life ! how pleasant in thy mornings 
Young Fancy's rays the bills adorning ! 
Cold-pausing caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away. 
Like school-boys, at th' expected warning. 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here. 
We eye the rose uppn the brier, 
Unmindfi4 that the thorn is near. 

Among the leaves ; 
And tbo' the puny wound appear. 

Short while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flow 'ry spot. 
For which they never toil'd ncM* swat ; 
They drink the sweet and eat rfie &t. 

But care or pain ; 
And, haply, eye thevbarrcn hut 

With high disdain. 

With 
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With steady aim^ some fortune chase ; 
Keen hope does ev'ry sinew br;ace ; 
Thro' ffur, thro' foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey : 
Then canie, in some cozie place. 

They close the day. 



And others, like your humble servan'. 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin. ; 
To right or Itft, eternal swervin. 

They zig-zag on ; 
*Till curst with age, obscure an' starvin, 

They aften groan. 

Aids I what bitter toil an' straining — 
But truce with peevish, poor complaining !. 
Is fortune's fickle Luna waning ? 

E'en let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining, 

Let's sing our sang. 



My pen I here fling to the door, 
And kneel, ^ Ye PowVs I' and warm implore, 
* Tho' I should wander $erra o'er, 

^ In all her climes, 
^ Oram me but this, I ask no more, 

^ Ay rowth o' rhymes. 

'Gie 
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^ G^ dr66pih^ roam to eiiUhlAfc UiMb; 

* Till icicles hing fhle their beards j 

* Gie fine brarw daes to fine life-guards, 

^ And maids of honor ; 
^ And yill an* whiidcy gie to caSrd^, 

* Until they sconner. 

' A titte, Bemfski- tAtri^ it ; 
' A ^^r/^r gie to Willie Piff ; 
^ Gie wealth to some be-ledger*d cit, 

^ In -cent, per cent. 
^ But give me reM, stealing wk, 

• And Fm content. 



^ Wh96 y^ dre pleis 'd to keep tm hal^ 
^ ril iit dbwii 5'^ my scdtity rXitA, 
' Be't water-iroSBy or fmsUn-^unl^ 

^ Wi* chearfii* face, 
^ As lang's «he muses diniia Ail 

* To say the grace.* 



An anxious e'e I ttevtr tbrowrs 
Behint my lug, or By fny nose ; 
I jouk beneath misfortone^s bbws 

As vVeePs I may ; 
Sworn foe to sorro^, dare^ and prose,* 

X iiiyme away. 



Oyc 
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O ye douce folk^ that live by rule, 
Grave^ tideless-blooded^ calm and cool^ 
Gnnpar^d wi* you — O fool ! fool I fool ! 

How much unlike ! 
Your hearts are just a standing pool^ 

Your lives, a dyke ! 



t i 



Nae hair-brainM^ sentimental traces 
In your unlettered, nameless faces ! 
in vtmB tiiils &nd graces 

Ye never stray, 
Bmt gtam^dt, Mbitiii ballses 

iTe hum away. 



Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye*re wise ; 
Nae ferly tho' ye do despise 
'tlie hairum-scainini, ram-^tahi boys^ 

The rattlin squad 2 
I see you upward cast your eyes-*- 

— Ye ken the iio^.~ 



Whilst I — but I shall baud me there— 
Wi* you m scarce gang ony where — 
Then, Jamie^ I shall say tiae miur, 

B^t quat m.y saogi 
Content wi' Tw to mak a pair, 

WhAre V I gttig. 

A DREAM, 



( 9» ) 



.( 



DREAM. 



TbtnigbtSy words f and deeds ^ the statute blames with reason ^ 
But surefy dreams were ne*er indicted treason. 



[On reading, in the public papers, the Laureafs Ode, with 
the other parade of June 4, 1786, the author was no 
sooner dropt asleep, than he imagined himself transported 
to the birth-day levee ; and in his dreaming fancy, 
made the following Address,"] 



L 



GUID-MORNIN to your Majesty ! 

May beav'n augment your blisses. 
On ev'ry new birtb^y ye see, 

A humble poet wishes ! 



My 



I 
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My hardship here, at your levee. 

On sic a day as this is. 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 



IL 



I see ye're complimented thrang. 

By mony a lord and lady ; 
• God save the king !' 's a cuckoo sang 

That's unco easy said ay ; 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi* rhymes weel-turn'd and ready. 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang. 

But ay unemng steady. 

On sic a day. 

III. 

For me ! before a monarch's face, 

Ev'n iA^e I winna flatter ; 
For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I your humble debtor : 
So, nae reflection on your grace, 

Your kingship to bespatter ; 
There's monie waur been o' the race. 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than you this day. 



IV. 
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•Tis very trae, j|f<y WY'reigft king, 

My skill ma^ yr^l b? ^ubte4 ? , 
But &cts.gi» chills t|iat ynnm ding. 

An' downa be disputed : 
Your royal nest, beneath your wing. 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted. 
And now the (bird; pfift, pf th« stgrin^- , , 

An' less, will g^r^^n it . 

Thaix<Ji4%cj:dJijr, 

V 

I 

- • I 

Far be'£ frae me, thV I aspire 

To btame your legislation. 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire. 

To rule this mighty nation ! 
But, feith ! I muckle doubt, my Sire, 

YeVe trusted ministration 
To chaps, wha, iji a bam or byre. 

Wad better fiU'd their stf^tioo 

Than courts yon day. 

VL 

And now yeVe gien ^uid Bnitaki peacA^ 
Her broken shins to plaister ; 

Your sair taxation does her fleeee^ 
Till the has seoKe a tester ; 



For 



For me, thank 6od^ my lifers a leas$, 

Nae bargain wearing &ster. 
Or, faith ! I fear, that, wi' the gee^e, 

I shortly boost t^ pasture 

r die oraft some day. 

VII. 

Fm no mistnisting WiU^ P/ft, 

When taxes he enlarges^ 
(An* ^S!fs a true gxiid faliow^s get^ 

A name not envy spairges,) 
That he intends to pay your debt. 

An* lessen a' your charges ; 
But, G«-d-sakb ! let nae saving-Jii 

Abridge your bonie barges 

An* boats this day, 

vin. 

Adieu, my Liege J may freedom g^ck 

Beneath your high protection ; 
An* may ye rax corruption's neck. 

And gie her for dissection ! 
But since I*m here, FH no neglect. 

In loyal^ true affection. 
To pay your ^ueen, with due respect. 

My fealty an' s\ibjec.tion 

This gre^t birth-day. 



IX. 



( 00 ) 
IX. 

Hail^ Majesty Most Excellent I 

While nobles strive to please ye, ' 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gies ye ? 
Thae bonie bairntime, Heaven has lent, 

Still higher may they heeze ye 
In bliss, till fate some day is sent. 

For ever to release. ye 

Frae care that day. 



I < 

1 I » 



X. 

For you, young potentate o* W' ■ . , . . 

I tell your Highness fairly, 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

Fm tauld ye're driving rarely ; 
But some day ye may* gnaw your nails. 

An' curse your folly sairly. 
That e'er ye brak Diana's pales. 

Or rattl'd dice wi' Charlie, 

By night or day. . , 



XL 



Yet aft a ragged cowte\ been known 

To mak a noble atver ; 
So, ye may doucely fill a throne, 

For a' their clish-ma-claver : 

There, 
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There, him* at A^incoiirt wha shotie^ 
Few better were or braver ; 

And yet, wi' funny, queer Sir Johnny 
He was an unco shaver 

For monie a day. 

XIL 



For you, right fevVend O- 



Nane sets thp lawn-sleeve sweeter, 
Altho' a ribbarl at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer : 
As ye disown yon paughty dog 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then, swith ! an' get a wife to hugi 

Or, trouth ! ye'U stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. 

XIII. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeks^ I learn, 

YeVe lately come athwart her ; 
A glorious galleyX) stem an' stem^ 

Weel rigg'd for f^enus barter j 
VOL. III. H But 



* King Henry V. 

t Sir John Falstaff, vide Shakespeare. 
X Alluding to the news-paper account of a certain 
royal sailor's amour. 
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But first hang out, that shVU discern. 

Your hymeneal charter. 
Then hfeave aboard your grapple aim. 

An', large upo' her quarter. 

Come full that day. 

XIV. 

Ye, lastly, bonie blossoms a'. 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak you guid as weel as braw. 

An' gie you lads a-plenty : 
But sneer na 'Britis,h boys awa'. 

For kings are unco scant ay ; 

• • • 

An' German gentles are but snuCj 
They're better just than 'uoant ay 

On onie day. 

XV. 

God bless you a' ! consider now, 

Ye're unco muckle dautet ; 
But ere the course o' life be through. 

It may be bitter sautet : 
An' I hae seen their coggie fou. 

That yet hae tarrow't at it ; 
But or the day was done, I trow. 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fu' clean that day. 

THE 
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thx 



VISION. 



DUAN FIRST*. 



The sun had clos'd the winter day. 
The curlers quat their roaring play. 
An* hunger'd maukin taen her way 

To kail-yards green. 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray*^ 

Whare she has been. 

H2 The 



* Duatiy a tenn of Ossian's for the different divisions 
of a digressive poem. See his Catb-Loda, vol. ii, of 
Mcpherson's translation. 
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The thresher's vfcary flingiri'tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
And whan the day had clos'd his e'c, 

Far i' the west, 
Ben i* the spenccy right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek. 
That fiird, wi' hoast-provoking smeek. 

The auld clay biggin ; 
An' heard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time. 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime. 

An' done nae-thing. 
But stringin blethers up in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 



Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or strutted in a bank an' clarkit 

My cash-account : 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

I started. 
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I started^ mutt'ring, bladLhead! coof! 
And heav'd on high my waukit lobfi 
To swear by a* ycHi starry roof^ 

Or some rash aith^ 
That I, hencefcx'th^ would be rbyme-proof 

^' Till my last breath — 

» 

When click ! the string the snick did draw : 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my ingleJowe I saw. 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandish Hizzie, braw. 

Come full in sight. 



Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht ; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, wascrusht; 
I glowr'd as eerie's Td been dusht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht. 

And stepped ben. 

Green, slender, leaf-clad boUy-bougbs 
Were twisted, gracefii', round her brows, 
I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless vows, 

Wou'd .soon been broken. 

A * hair- 
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A ^ hair-brainM, sentimental trace* 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her ; 
Her eye, ey*n tum'd on empty space, 

BeamM keen with honor. 



Down flowed her robe, a tartan sheen, 
*Till half a leg was Scrimply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tight and clean, 

Nane else came near it. 



Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep lights and shades^ bold-mingling, threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A well known land. 



Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
There, mountains to the skies were tost : 
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast. 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone art's lofty boast. 

The lordly dome. 

Here, 
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Here^ Doon pour'd down his ^-fetch'd floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds : 
Auld hermit jiyr staw thro* his woods. 

On to the shore ; 
And many a lesser torrent scuds. 

With seeming roar. 

Low, in a sandy valley spread. 
An ancient horougb rear*d her head ; 
Still, as in Scottish story read. 

She boasts a race. 
To ev*ry nobler virtue bred. 

And polish'd grace. 

By stately tow*r or palace fair. 
Or ruins pendent in the air. 
Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern ; 
Some seem*d to muse, some seem'd to dare. 

With feature stem. 

My heart did glowing transport feel, 
To see a race* heroit wheel. 
And brandish round the deep-dy'd steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their suthron foes. 

His 



* The Wallaces. 
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His Countby's Saviour*, mark him well ! 
Bold Ricbard^on^sjf heroic swell ; 
The chief on Sark'Jl, who glorious fell. 

In high command ; 
And ie whom ruthless fates expel 

His native land. 



There, where a sceptr'd Pictisb shade^ 
Stalked round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, pourtray'd 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, soldierTfeaturM, undismayed 

They strode along. 

Thro' 



* William Wallace. 

t Adam Wallace, of Richardton, cousin to the im- 
mortal preserver of Scottish independence. 

X Wallace, Laird of Craigie, who was second in 
command, under Douglas Earl of Ormond, at the famous 
battle on the banks of Sark, fought anno 1448. That 
glorious victory was principally owing to the judicious 
conduct and intrepid valour of the gallant L^ird of 
Craigie, who died of his wounds after the action. 

§ Coilus^ king of the Picts, from whom the district 
of Kyle is said to take its name, lies buried, as tradition 
says, near the fisimily-seat of the Montgon)pri^p of Coils- 
field, where his burial place is still shown. 
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Thro* many a wild, romantic grove*, 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love. 

In musing mood) 
An aged Judge, I saw him rove. 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential awef* 
The leaned sire and son I saw. 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore. 
This, all its source and end to draw. 

That, to adore. 



Brydone^ brave ward:|: I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia% smiling eye ; 
Who call'd on fame,, low standing by. 

To hand him on, 
Where many a patriot-name on high 

And hero shone. 

DUAN 



* Barskimming, the seat of the Lord Justice-Clerk. 

t Catrine, the seat of th^ late doctor, and present 
professor Stewart. * 

X Colonel Fullarton. 
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DUAN SECOND. 



WITH musing-deep, astonished stare, 
I view'd the hcav'nly-seeming fair ; 
A whispering throl?, did witness bear 

Of kindred sweet. 
When with an elder sister^s air 

She did me greet. 

* All hail ! my own inspired bard ! 
* In me thy native muse rtgard ! 
^ Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

^ Thus poorly low ! 
^ I come to give thee such reward 

^ As we bestow. 



^ Know, the great genius of this land 
' Has many a light, aerial band, 
^ Who, all beneath his high command, 

^ Harmoniously, 
^ As arts or arms they understand, 

^ Their labours ply. 

^They 
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* They Scotia's race among them.dbare ; 

* Some fire the soldier on to= dare ;: . 

* Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

^ Cortiiption's heart : 

* Some teach the bard, a darling care, 

* The tuneful art. 



t »' 



'Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
^ They ardent, kindling spirits pour ; 
^ Or, mid the venal senate's roar^ 

^ They, sightless, stand, 
* To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

* And grace the hand. 






^ And when the bard, or hoary sage, 
* Charm or instruct the future age, 
■ They bind the wild, poetic rage 

* In energy, 
^ Or point the inconclusive page 

' Full on the eye. 



^ Hence Fullarion, the brave and young ; 

' Hence Dempsters zeal-inspired tongue ; 

' Hence, sweet harmonious Beaftie sung 

^ His " Minstrel lays ;" 
^ Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

^ The sceptic's bays. 

' To 
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^ To lower orders are assigned 
' The humbler ranks of Human-kind^ 
' The rustic Bard^ the lab'ring Hind> 

' The Artisan ; 
* All chuse, as various they're inclin*d> 

^ The various man* 



' When yellow waves the heavy grain^ 
^ The threat'ning storm some, strongly, reiti ; 
^ Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

' With tillage-skill ; 
^ And some instruct the shepherd-tr?un, 

^ Blythe o'er the hill. 



^ Some hint the lover's harmless wile ? 

* Some grace the maiden's artless smile ; 

* Some sooth the labVer's weary toil, 

^ For humble gains, 
^ And make bis cottage-scenes beguile 

^ His cares and pains. 

^ Some, bounded to a district-space, * 
' Explore at large man's infant race, 

* To mark the embryotic trace 

^ Of rustic Bard ; 
' And careful note each op'ning grace, 

^ A guide and guard. 

'Of 



f 
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* Of these am I~Coila my name ; 
^ And this district as mine I claim^ 

* Where once the Campbells, chiefs of £une, 

* Held ruling powV : 

* I marked thy embryo tuneful flame^ » 

. ^ Thy natal hour. 

* With future hope, I oft would gaze^ 

* Fond, on thy little early ways, 

* Thy rudely' caroird, chiming phrase, 

^ In uncouth rhymes, 
' FirM at the simple, artless lays 

^ Of other times. 



^ I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
' Delighted with the dashing roar ; 
* Or when the north his fleecy store 

* Drove thro' the sky, 
^ I saw grim nature's visage hoar 

' Struck thy young eye. 



* Or when the deep grcen-mantl'd earth 
^ Warm cherish'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 
^ And joy and music pouring forth 

' In ev'ry grove, 
* I saw thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

^ With boundless love. 

' When 
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^ When ripen*d fields^ and azure skies^ 
^ Call'd forth the reaper's rustling lioise, 
' IiBaJvv thee leave their ev'ning joys, 

* And lonely stalk. 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

^ In pensive walk. 



* When youthfiil love, warm-blushing, strong, 
^ Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along, 

^ Those accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

^ Th' adored Name^ 

^ I taught thee how to poUr in song, 

^ To soothe thy flame. 

^ I S£tW thy puke's niaddening play, 
^ Wild send thee pleasure's devious way, 
^ Misled by fancy's meteor-ray, 

' ^ By passion driven ; 

^ But yet the light that led astray 

' ^ Was /if i&/ from heaven. 

4 

* I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
^ The loves, the ways of simple swains, 

* 'Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

^ Thy fame extends ; 

* And some, the pride of Coilas plains, 

^ Become thy friends. 

Thou, 
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' Tboti canst not learn^ nor can I show^ 
* To paint with Th€mpsorC% landscape-glow ; 
' Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

^ With Shmstone\ art ; 
^ Or pour, with G>^i?>, the moving flow 

^ Warm on the heart. 



^ Yet all beneath th* unrivall'd rose, 

* The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 

* Tho* large the forest's monarch throw* 

^ His army shade, 
^ Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

^ Adown the glade. 

^ Then never murmur nor repine ; 
' Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
' And trust me, not Potost's mine, 

^ Nor king's regard, 

* Can give a bliss overmatching thine, 

^ A rustic Bard. 



^ To give my counsels all in one, 
* Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
^ Preserve the Dignity of Man^ 

*, With soul erect ; 
' And trust, the Universal Plan 

' Will all protect. 

'And 
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' And wear ihou this' -^ she solemn said. 
And bound the Holly round my head : 
The polished leaves^ and berries redi 

Did rustling play ; 
And^ like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away. 



^ 



ADDRESS 



V 
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ADDRESS 

TO -^HB 

UNCO GUiDt 
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 

My son, these maxims make a ruUy 

And lump them ay tbegitber ; 
The Rigid Righteous is a fool, 

The Rigid Wise anither : 
The cleanest corn that e^er was digbt 

May bae somepyles o' caff' in ; 
So ne'er a fellow»creature sligbt 

For random jits o' daffin. 

Solomon* — £cle8» ch. vii. vcr. 16. 



L 



O YE wha are sae guid yoursel. 

Sac pious and sae holy, 
YeVe nought to do but mark and tell 

Your neebour*s fauts and folly ! 

I Whasc 
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Whase life isr like a weel-gaun mill, 

Supply*d wi' store o' water. 
The heapet happer s ebbing still. 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

IL 

Hear me, ye v^ierable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals. 
That frequent pass douce wisdom's door 

For glaikit folly's portals ; 
I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes. 

Would here propone defences. 
Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

IIL 

• 

Ye see your state wi' their*s compared. 

And shudder at thq nifFer, 
But cast a moment's fair regard. 

What maks the mighty differ ; 
Discount what scant occasion gave. 

That purity ye pride in. 
And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hiding. 

IV. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What ragings must his veins convulse, 

That still eternal gallop : 



Wi' 
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Wi* wind and tide fair i" your tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail^ 

It maks an unco leeway* 

See social life and glee sit down. 

All joyous and unthinking, 
'Till, quite transmugrify'd, they're grown 

Debauchery and drinking : 
O would they stay to calculate 

Th* eternal consequences ; 
Or your more drea,ded hell to state, 

D-mnation of expenses ! 

VI. 

Ye high, exalted, virtuQus dame§, 

Ty'd up in godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor frailty names, 

Suppose a change o* cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination — 
But, let me whisper i* your lug, 

YeVe aiblins nae temptation. 

VII. 

Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gender sister woman ; 
Tho* they may gang a kennin wrang, 

To step aside is human : 

I 2 One 



y 



y 
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One point must still be greatly dark^ 
The moving why they do it : 

And just as lamely can ye mark. 
How far perhaps they rue it, 

VIIL 

Who made the heart, *tis he alone 

Decidedly can try uS, 
He knows each chord^ — its various tonc^ 

Each spring — its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be -mute, - 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done, we partly may compute,- 

But know not what's resisted. 



TAM 
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TAM SAMSON'S* 



ELEGY. 



*■■■■■ <> m 



An honest man's the noblest work of God. 



Pope* 



Has auld K********* seen the Deil ? 
Or great M^*******'f' thrawn his heel! 
Or R***#***;J; again grown weel. 

To preach an' read ? 
^ Na, waur than a* !' cries ilka chiel, 

/ Tarn Samsons dead ! 



>^i-i ^— ^u n i n iii fk 



* When this worthy old sportsman went out last 
muirfowl season^ he supposed it was to be^ ip Ossian's 
phrase, ^ the last of his fields \' and expressed an ardent 
wish to die and be buried in the muirs. On this 
hint the author composed his elegy and epitaph^ 

t A certain preacher, a great fevpurite with the 

million. Vide the Ordination, stanza II. 

• 

X Another preacher, an equal favourite with the few, 
who was at that time ailing. For him see also the 
Ordination, stanza IX. 
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K*»*»****» lang may grunt an* grane^ 
An* sigh, an* sab, an* greet her lane. 
An* deed her bairns, man, wife, an* wean. 

In mourning weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane. 

Tarn Samson*s dead ! 



The brethren of the mystic level 
May hing their head in wofu* bevel. 
While by their nose the tears will revel. 

Like ony bead ; 
Peath*s gien the lodge an unco devel, 

Tam Samson*s dead ! 



When winter muffles up his cloak. 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the Ipughs the curlers flock, 

Wi* gleesome speed, 
Wha will they station at the cock, 

Tam Samson's dead ? 



He was the king o* a* the core. 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
dr up the rink like Jehu roar 

Ip timp of need ; 
Puf: now he lags on death's hog-score y 

Tam Samson*s dead ! 



Now 
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Now safe the stately sawmont sail^ 
And trouts bedropp'd wi* crimson hail. 
And eels well ken*d for souple tail. 

And geds for greed. 
Since dark in death's J!sk'Cr eel we wail 

Tarn Samson dead ! 



Rejoice ye birring paitricks a* ; 
Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye maukin's, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Withouten dread ; 
Your mortal fae is now aWa', 

Tam Samson's dead ! 



That woefu* mom be ever moum*d 
Saw him in shootin graith adom'd. 
While pointers round impatient burn'd, 

Frae couples freed ; 
But, Och ! he gaed and ne*er r^tum'd ! 

T^m Samson's dead I 



In vain auld age his body batters ; ' 

In vain the gout his ancles fetters ; 
In vain the burns came down like waters. 

An acre braid ! 
Now ev'ry auld wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Owre 
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Owre many a weary hag he limpit^ 
An* ay the tither shot he thumpit, 
'Till coward death behind him jumpit, 

Wi' deadly feide ; 
$^ow he proclaims, wi* tout o* trumpet, 

'Jaip Saflison's dead ! 



When at his heart he felt the dagger. 
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger. 
Put yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi* weel-aim*d heed ; 
^ t{ — cl> five !' h^ cry*4, an* qwre did stagger j 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Ilk hoary hv^pter mpurn*d a brither ; 
Ilk sportsman youtl^ \)emoan'd a father ; 
Yon auld gray stane, ^^ng the heather, 

Marks put his head, 
"VV^hare Bums has wrote, in rhyipipg blether. 

Tarn Samsons dead ! 



There low he lies, in lasting rest ; 
Perhaps upon his mouldVing breast 
Some spitefu' muirfowl bigs her nest. 

To hatch an' breed ; 
Alas ! nae mair he'll them molest ! 

Tarn Samson's dea4 1 
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When August winds the heather wave. 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave. 
Three vollies let his mem'ry crave 

O' pouther an* lead, 
*TiH echp answer frae her cave. 

Tarn Samson's d^ ! 



Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be ! 
Is th* wish o* mony mae than me : 
He had twa feuts, or may be three. 

Yet what remead ? 
Ae social, honest man want we : 

Tam Samson's dead ! 



f?f»?t*«t»?«f» 



THE EPITAPH, 



/ 



Tam Samson's wed-wom clay here lies, 
Ye canting zealots spare him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise, 
Ye'll mend or ye win near him. 



PER 



■^t " 



i 
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PER CONTRA. 



Gro, fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the streets an' neuks o' Ki7/ie,* 
Tell ev'ry social, honest billie 

To cease his grievin. 
For yet, unskaith'd by death's gleg gullie, 

Tom Samsons livin. 



* KiUie is a phrase the country-folks sometimes use 
for Kilmarnock, 



THE 



( m ) 



THE following poem will, by many readers, be 
well enough understood ; but for the sake of those 
who are unacquainted with the manners and traditions 
of the country where the scene is cast, notes are ad- 
ded, to give some account of the principal charms and 
spells of that night, so big with prophecy to the pea- 
santry in the west of Scotland. The passion of prying 
into futurity makes a striking part of the history of 
human nature in its rude state, in all ages and nations ; 
and it may be some entertainment to a philosophic 
mind, if any such should honour the author with a 
perusal, to see the remains of it, among the more un- 
enlightened in our own. 



HALLOWEEN. 
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HALLOWEEN*. 



yjrj / let the rich deride ^ the proud dhdam. 
The simple pleasures of the lowljf train ; 
To me more deary congenial to my hearty 
One native cbarm, than all the gloss of art. 

Goldsmith. 



I, 

Upon that night, when fairies light. 
On Cassilis Downansjf dance. 

Or Qwre the lays, in splendid blaze. 
On sprightly coursers prance ; 



Or 



* la thought tq b© a night w]Ken witches, devils, 
and other mischief-making beings, are all abroad on 
their baneful^ midnight errands ; particularly those 
aerial people, the fairies, 2^^ s£^d oq that night, to 
hold a grand anniversary. 

t Certain little romantic rocky green hills, in the 
neighbourhood of the ancient seat of the Earls of Cas- 
silis. 
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Or for Colean the rout is ta'en^ 
Beneath the moon's pale beams ; 

There, up the cxyvcy^ to stray an* rove 
Amang the rocks and streams 

To Sport that night. 



II. 



Amang the bony, winding banks. 

Where Hoon rins, wimplin, clear. 
Where BaycE'f* ance ruPd the martial ranks, 

An* shook his Carrick spear. 
Some merry, friendly, countra folks. 

Together did convene. 
To hirn their nits, SLu'pou their stocks. 

An* hand their Hallcyween 

* 

Fu' blythe that night. 

III. 

The lasses feat, an* cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when theyVe fine ; 

Their faces blythe, fu* sweetly kythe. 

Hearts leal, an* wann, an* kin* : 

The 



* A noted cavern near Colean-house, called the 
Cove of Colean; which, as Cassilis Downans, is fam- 
ed in country story for being a favourite haunt of fmries. 

t The famous family of that name, the ancestors of 
RoBBRT, the great deliverer of his country, were 
Earls of Carrick. 
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The lads sae trig^ wi' wooer-babs^ 
Weel knotted on their garten^ 

Some unco blate^ an' some wi' gabs^ 
Gar lasses hearts gang staruu 

Whiles fast at night. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their stocks^ maun a' be sought ance ; 
They steek their een, an' graip an' wale. 

For muckle anes and straught anes. 
Poor hav'rel Will fell afF the drift. 

An' wander'd thro* the how-kail^ 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 



* The first ceremony of Halloween is, pulling each a 
stock, or plant of kail. They must.go out, hand in hand, 
with eyes shut> and puU the first they meet with : Its 
being big or little, straight ot crooked, is prophetic of 
the size and shape of the grand object of all their spells 
— ^the husband or wife. If any^irrf, or earth, stick to 
the root, that is tocher, or fortune ; and the taste of the 
custocy that is, the heart of the stem, is indicative of the 
natural temper and disposition. Lastly, the stems, or, 
to give them their ordinary appellation, the runts, arc 
placed somewhere above the head of the door ; and the 
Christian names of the people whom chance brings into 
the house, are, according to the priority of placing the 
runts, the names in question. 



\ 
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Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane. 

They roar an* cry a' throu*tber ; 
The vera wee things, todljn, rin 

Wi* stocks out-owre their shouther ; - 
An* gif the cusioc's sweet or spur, 

Wi* joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne cozidy, aboon the door, 

Wi* cannie. care, they Ve placed them / 

To lie that night. 

VL 

The lasses staw frae *mang them 4^ 

To pou their stalks oi* corn* ; 
But Rab slips out, an* jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : . 
He grippet Nelly hard an* fest ; 

Loud skirl'd a* the lasses ; 
But her iaf-pchle maist was lost, 

When kiutlin in the fause-house*!- • 

Wi' him that night. 



VII. 



* They go to the bam yard and pull each^ at three 
several times, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants 
the iop'pickh, that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, 
the party in question will come to the marriage-bed 
any thing but a maid. 

t When the com is in a doubtful state, by being 
too green, or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old 
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VII, 

The auld guidwife's weel-hoordet ni$s^ 

Are round an' round divided. 
An* monie lads and lasses fates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle, couthie, side by side. 

An' bum thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride. 

And jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu* high that night. 

VllL 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentie e • e ; 

Wha *twas, she wadna tell ; 
But this is Jocky an' this is mCy 

She says in to hersel : 
He bleez'd owre her, an* she owre him. 

As they wad never mair part, 
'Till fufF ! he started up the lum. 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see't that night. 

IX. 



timber, 8cc. makes a large apartment in his stack, 
with an opening in the side which is fairest exposed to 
the wind : this he calls difause-bouse. 

* Burning the nuts is a favourite chann. They 
name the lad and lass to each particular nut, as they 
lay them in the fire, and accordingly as they bum 
quietly together, or start from beside one another, the 
course and issue of the courtship will be. 
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IX. 

Poor Willie, wi* his bow-kail runt. 

Was brunt wC primsie Mallie ; 
An* Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt, 

To be compared to Willie : 
Mall's nit lap out wi* pridefu' fling, 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, and swoor hyjing, 

'Twas just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 



X. 



Nell had the fause-house in her min*. 

She pits hersel an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join> 

'Till white in ase they're sobbin : 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view. 

She whisper'd Rob to leuk for't r 
Rob, stowlins, prie'd her bonie mou, 

Fu' cozie in the neuk for't. 

Unseen that night. 

XI. 

But Merran sat behint their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lea'es them gashin at their cracks. 
And slips out by hersel : 
VOL. III. K She 
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She thro* the yard the nearest taks. 

An* to the kiln she goes then. 
An* darklins grapit for the banks. 

And in the hlue-clue^ throws then. 

Right fear't that night. 

XII. 

An* ay she win*t> an* ay she swat, 

I wat she made nae jaukin ; 
*Till something held within the pat, 

Guid L — d ! but she was quakin ! 
But whether 'twas the Deil himsel. 

Or whether *twas a bauk-en*. 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 



XUL 



* Whoever would, with success, try this spell, 
inust strictly observe these directions : Steal out, all 
alone, to the kiln^ and, darkling, throw into the ^o/, a 
clue of blue yam ; wind it in a new clue off the old 
toe ; and, towards the latter end> something will hold 
the thread ; demand, wba bauds P i, e. who holds ; and 
answer will be returned from the kiln-pot, by naming 
the christian and simame of your future spouse. 



I 
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Wee Jdnny to hear Gfaunie says, 
^ Will ye go wi' me, graunie ? 

* I'll fat the apfk^ at the glass^ 

* I gat frae uncle Johnie s* 
She fufTt hel* pipe wi* sic a lunt, 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin. 
She notic*t na, att aizle brant 
Her braw new wors^t apron 

Out thro* that night. 

* Ye little dcelpie-limmer*s &ce 1 

^ I daur you try sic sportin, 
^ As seek the foul Thief ony place, 
' For him to spae your fortune t 

* Nae doubt but ye may get a sight ^ 

' Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 
^ For monie a ane has gotten a fright, 

* An' liv'd an' di'd deleeret 

* On sic a night« 

K 2 XV. 



* Tjjce a candle, and gd alorte 16 a looking*glas8 j 
eftt an appk .before it, and some tradltiofts say, yon 
should comb your hair all the time ; the face 6f your 
conjugal companion, to be, will be seen iil the glass, 
AS if peeping over your shoulder. 
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XV. 

^ Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, 
^ I mind't as weel's yestreen, 

* I was a gilpey then, I'm sure 

^ I was na past fyfteen : 

* The simmer had been cauld an* wat, 

^ An' stuff was unco green ; 
' An' ay a rantin kirn we gat, 
^ And just on Halloween 

* It fell that night. 

XVL 

* Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graen, 

^ A clever, sturdy fallow ; 
' His sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

^ That liv'd in Achmacalla : 
^ He gat bemp-seed,^ I mind it weel, 

^ An' he made unco ligbt o't ; 

* But monie a day was hy bimsel, 

* He was sae sairly frighted 

^ That vera night.' 



XVIL 



* Steal out, unperceived, and sow a handful of hemp- 
seed ; harrowing it with any thing you ^can conveni- 
ently draw after you. Repeat, now and then, ^ Herap- 

• seed I saw thee, hemp-seed I saw thee ; and him (or 

* her) that is to be my true-love, come after me and 
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XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

An' he swoor by his conscience. 
That he could saw hemp seed^ peck ; 

For it was a' but nonsense; 
The auld guidman raught down the pock. 

An* out a handfu* gied hiim ; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang the folk. 

Sometime when nae ane seeM him. 

An' try't that night. 

XVIII. 

He marches tbro' amang the stacks, 

Tho' he was something sturtin ( 
The gratp be for a harrow taks. 

An' haurls at his curpin ? 
An' ev'ry now an' then, he says, 

^ Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
' An' her that is to be my lass, 

^ Come after me, and draw thee 

^ As fast this night.' 

XIX. 



^ pou thee/ Look over your left shoulder, and you 
will see the appearance of the person invoked, in the 
attitude of pulling bemp. Some traditions say, ^come 
^ after me, and shawthee,* that is, show thyself; in 
which case it simply appears. Others omit the har- 
rowing, and say, ^ come after me, and harrow thee.' 
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XIX, 

He whistled up Lord Ijenox* march, 

To keep his courage chcary j 
Altho' his hair began to arch. 

He was sae fleyM an* eerie i 
*Till presendy be hears a squeak, 

An* then a grane an' grunde ; 
He by his shouther gae a keek. 

An' tumbrd wi' a winde 

Out-owre that nigbt,« 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout. 

In dreadfu' desperation ! 
An' young an' auld pame rinnin out, 

An' bear the sad narration i 
He swoor 'twas bilchin Jean M^Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 
Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a' ; 

An' wba was it but Grwnphh 

Asteer that night ! 

XXI, 

Meg fain wad to the horn gaen. 
To mn thrfe v^^fbu 9' m^thing ;♦ 



But 



»■■■ P ■» ! 1^ I <»- 11 ■■ !■■■■ — y^a^i— ^^»»^W» 



^' This charm must likewise be performed, upper* 
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But for to meet the deil her lane. 

She pat but little faith in : 
She gies the herd a pickle nits, 

An' twa red cheekit apples. 
To watch, while for the bam she sets. 

In hopes to see Tarn Kipples 

That vera night. 

XXIL 

She turns the key wi' cannie thraw. 

An' owre the threshold ventures ; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca'. 

Syne bauldly in she enters ; 
A ratton rattl'd up the \ya'. 

An' she cry'd I^ — d preserve her \ 
An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a', 

An* pray'd wi' zeal and fervour, 

Pu' fast that night, 

XXIII. 

^ / 

* ' ' ' ' I ■■ .1 ■ . ■ ■ ^ . . . . - ■■ . I ■ ,11 .. .. » .l .1, ■ I , .. . , , ., , 

ceived, and alone. You go to tl|e baf^, and open both 
doors, taking them off thcj hi^ggSi if possible ; for 
there is danger, that the heingi about to appear, may 
«hut the doors, and do you some mischief. Then take 
that instrument used in winnowing the com, which, 
in our country dialect, we pall a wepbt ; and go through 
all the attitudes of lettipg down com against die wind. 
Repeat it three times ; ^d the third time, an appari* 
tion will pass through th^ barn, in at the windy door, 
and out at the Other, having both the figure in ques- 
tion, and tb^ appearance or retinue, marking the em- 
{^oyment or station in life. 
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XXIII. 

They hoy't out Will, wi' sair advice ; 

They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 
It chancM the stack h^faddomt thrice* 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin ; 
He taks a swirlie, auld moss-oak. 

For some black, grousome carlin ; 
An* loot a winze, an* drew a stroke, 

'Till skin in blypes came haurlin 

AfFs nieves that night. 

XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But Och ! that night, amang the shaws. 

She got a fearfu' settlin 1 
She thro* the whins, an' by the cairn. 

An* owre the hill gaed scrievin, 
Whare three laird's lands met at a hurn^ 

To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent that night. 

XXV. i 

«— »«»^— ^^■— ■ I I J\ — iT— ^ . n il I II. II I I I ■! I I ■ I ■ I I ,, .11 J 

I 

* Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a 
Bear-staciy and fathom It three times round. The last 
fathom of the last time^ you will catch in your arms 
the appearance of your future conjugal yoke-fellow. 

t You go out, one or more, for this is a social spdl^ 
to a south running spring or rivulet, where * three 
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XXV. 

Whyles owre a Hnn the bumie plays, ^ 

As thro' the glen it wimpPt ; 
Whyles round a rocky scar it strays ; 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ; 
Whyles glittered to the nightly rays, 

Wi* bickering, dancing dazzle ; 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes. 

Below the spreading hazle. 

Unseen that night. 

XXVI. 

Amang the brachens, on the brae. 

Between her an' the moon. 
The deil, or else an outler quey. 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock-height she jumpit. 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi* a plunge that night. 

XXVII. 



* lairds' lands meet,' and dip your left shirt sleeve. Ga 
to bed in sight of a fire, and hang your wet sleeve 
before it to dry. Lie awake ; and, some time near 
midnight, an apparition, having the exact figure of the 
grand object in question, will come and turn the 
sleeve, as if to dry the other side of it. 
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XXVII. 

In order, on the dean hearth-stanc, 

The luggies three* are ranged. 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en. 

To see them duly changed : 
Auld uncle Johq, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin Mars-year did desire. 
Because be gat the toom*>dish thrice. 

He heavM them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 

XXVIII. 

Wi' merry sangs, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary ; 
An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes. 

Their sports were cheap an* cheary ; 



Tf—r 



'Till 



* Take three dishes ; put clean water in one, foul 
water in another, leave the third empty : blindfold a 
person, and lead him to the hearth where the dishes 
are ranged ; he (or she) dips the left hand : if by 
chance in the clean water, the future husband or wife 
will come to the bar of matrimony a maid ; if in the 
foul, a widow ; if in the empty dish, it foretels, with 
equal certainty, no marriage at alL It is repeated 
three times, and every time the arrangement of the 
dishes is altered. 
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•Till butUf^4 ^o'^,* wi* fragrant lunt, 

Set a* their gabs a^steerin ; 
Syne, wi* a social glass o' struntf 

They parted aff careerin 

Yv( blythe that night. 



THE 



■ I l> ■ ■ ^ ■ »■! Ill I I M I W ■■ pyi—»«— »>^i 



* Sow^ns, with butter Instead of milk to them. Is 
dlways the Halhween Supffr, 
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THB 



AULD FARMER'S 

NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 

TO HIS 

AULD MARE MAGGIE, 

On giving her the accustomed ripp of com to 

hansel in the new year. 



A Gmd New-year I wish thee, Mag^e ! 
Hae, there's a rtpp to thy auld baggie : 
Tho' thou*s howe-backit, now, an' knaggie^ 

I've seen the day, 
Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie 

Out-owre the lay. 

The' 
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Tho' now thou's dowie, stiff, an* crazy. 
An* thy auld hide as white's a daisy, 
IVe seen thee dappFt, sleek, and glaizie, 

A bonny gray : 
He should been tight that daur't to raize thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 
Aflly buirdly, steeve, an' swank. 
An* set weel down a shapely shank. 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank. 

Like ony bird. 

It's now some nine-an-twenty year. 
Sin thou was my guid father's meere ; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear. 

An' fifty mark ; 
Tho' it was sma', 'twas weel-won gear, 

An' thou was stark. 



When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye then was trottin wi' your minnie : 
Tho' ye was trickie, slee, an' funnie. 

Ye ne'er was. donsic ; 
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an' cannie, 

An' unco sonsie. 

That 
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ThsLt day, ye prancM wi* muckle pridei 
When ye bure hame my bonny bride : 
An' sweet an' gracefu* she did ride, 

Wi* maiden air ! 
Kyk Steward I could bragged wide, 

For sic a pair. 

The* now ye dow but hoyte and hoblc, 
An' wintle like a saumont*coble. 
That day ye was a jinker noble. 

For heels an* win' ! 
An* ran them till they a' did wauble. 

Far, ferbehin*. 

When thou an* I were young an* skeigh^ 
An' stable-meals at feirs were dreigh, 
How thou wad prance, an* snore, an' skreigh, 

An* tak the road ! 
Town's bodies ran, an* stood abiegh. 

An* ca't thee mad. 



When thou was corn*t, an' I was mellow. 
We took the road ay like a swallow : 
At Brooses thou had ne'er a fellow. 

For pith an' speed ; 
But ev'ry tail thou pay't them hollow, 

Whare'er thou gaed. 



The 



^ 



■u. 
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The sma*, droop-rumprt, hunter cattle^ 
Might aiWins waur't thee for a brattle ; 
But sax Scotch miles thou try't their mettle. 

An' gar't them whaizle : 
Nae whip nor spw, but just a wattle 

O* saugh or hazle. 

• 

Thou wafi a nohlt fittis'lan\ 
As e'er in tug or tow was drawn ! 
Aft thee an' I^ in aught hours gaun. 

On guid March-weather, 
Hae tum'd sax rood beside our han'. 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg't> an' fech't, an' fliskit. 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit. 
An' spread abreed thy weel-fiU'd bii^et, 

Wi* pith and pow'r, 
'Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket. 

An' slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labor back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a Wee-bit heap 

Aboon the timmer ; 
I ken'd my Maggie wad na sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

In 
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In cart or car ihou never reestit ; 
The steyest brae thou wad hae &c*t it ; 
Thou never lap, and sten't, and breastit. 

Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy step a wee thing hastit. 

Thou snoov*t awa. 



My pleugh is now thy bairn-time a* ; 
Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye sax mae, IVe sell't awa. 

That thou hast nurst : 
They drew me thretteen pund an* twa. 

The vera warst. 



Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought. 
An' wi' the weary warl' fought ! 
An' monie an anxious day, I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 

Wi' something yet. 

And think na, my auld, trusty servan*, 
That now perhaps thou's less deservin. 
An' thy auld days may end in starvin. 

For my last/ow, 
A heapit stimpart, I'll reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 



We've 
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WeVe worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte about wi* ane anither ; 
Wi* tentie care TU flit thy tether. 

To some hain'd rig, 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi* sma' fatigue. 



VOL. III. L TO 
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TO 



A MOUSE, 



On turning her up in her nest with the plough y 

November 1785. 



Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic*s in thy breastie ! 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murd'ring pattJe ! 

I'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken nature's social union. 
An' justifies that ill opinion. 

Which makes thee starde 
At me, thy poor earth-bom companion, 

An' fellow-mortal ! 

I doubt 
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I douBt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
What then ? poor beastie^ thou maun live ! 
A dmmen icher in a throve 

'S a sma' request : 
1*11 get a blessin wi' the lave. 

And never miss*t ! 



Thy wee bit housie^ too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's jtbe wins are stretvin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O' foggage green ! 
An' bleak December's winds ensuin, 

Baith snell and keen ! 



Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An' weary winter comin fast. 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell, 
'Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble. 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's tum'd out, for a' thy trouble. 

But house or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble. 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 
L 2 But, 
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But^ mousie^ thou art no thy lane^ 
In ptoving foresight may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o* mice an' f»eftf 

Gang aft a-gly. 
An* lea'e us nought but grief and pain. 

For promised joy. 

Still thou alt blest, comparM wi' me ! 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But, Och ! I backward cast my e'e. 

On prospects drear ! 
An* forward, tho' I canna seey 

I guess an* fear. 



A WINTER 
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WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretches, wheresoever you are. 
That hide the pelting of this pity less storm I 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides. 
Your looped and window* d raggedness, defendyou. 
From seasons such as these. 

ShakbspbahV* 



When bltipg Boreas, fell and doure. 
Sharp shivers thro* the leafless bow'r ; 
When Pi^hsfs gies a short-liv'd glow'r 

Far south the lift^ 
Dim^dark'ning thro* the flaky showV^ 

Or whirling drift. 



Ac 
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Ae night the storm the steeples rocked^ 
Foor labour sweet in sleep was locked^ 
While bums, wi' snawy wreeths up-choked. 

Wild-eddying swirl. 
Or thro' the mining outlet boked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

Listening, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

Beneath a scar. 



Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing. 
That, in the merry months o' spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing. 

An' close thy e'e ? 

Ey'n you on murd'ring errands toil'd. 
Lone frbm your savage homes exil'd. 
The blbbd-stain d roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd. 

My heart forgets. 
While pityless, the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now 



€ 
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Now Piah, in her midnight reign. 
Dark mufii'd, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Still crouding thoughts^ a pensive train. 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn, stole— 

' Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 
^ And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
^ Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 
^ Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
^ More hard unkindness, unrelenting, 
^ Vengeful malice unrepenting. 
Than heav'n-illumin'd man on brother man bestows ! 
* See stem oppression's iron grip, 
^ Or mad ambition's gory hand, 
* Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip, 
^ Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 
^ Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, • 

^ Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale, 
^ How pamper'd luxury, flatt'ry by her side, 
^ The parasite empoisoning her ear, 
' With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
^ Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 
^ And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

^ Whose toil upholds the glitt'ring show, 
^ A creature of another kind, 
^ Some coarser substance, unrefin'd, 
Plac'd for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below. 

^ Where, 
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* Where, where is love's fond, tender throe, 
^ With lordly honoris lofty brow, 

^ The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
^ Is there, beneath love's noble name, 

* Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim, 

* To bless himself alone ! 

* Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

* To love-pretending snares, 

* This boasted honor turns away, 
^ Shunning soft pity's rising sway, 

' Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rs ! 
^ Perhaps, this hour, in mis'ry's squalid nest, 

* She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 

* And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking blast : 

^ Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down, 

* Feel not a wai^t but what yourselves create, 

^ Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 
^ Whom friends and fortune quite disown ! 

* Ill-satisfy'd, keen nature's clam'rous call, 

^ Stretch'd on his straw he lays Jiimself to sleep, 

* While thro' the ragged roof and chinky wall, 

* Chill, o'er his slumbers, piles the drifty heap ! 

^ Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 
^ Where guilt and poor misfortune pine ! 
^ Guilt, erring man, relenting view ! 
f But shall thy legal rage pursue 
^ The wretch, already crushed low 
f By pruel fortune's undeserved blow ? 
^ Affliction's spns are brothers in distress, 

* A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss !' 

I heard 
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I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the pouthery snaw^ 

And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 
A cottage-rousing craw. 



But deep this truth impressed my mipd- 

Thro' all his works abroad. 
The heart benevolent and kind 

The most resembles Go p. 



EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



DAVIE, 



BROTHER POET*. 



\ ! 



January 



I. 



\v HILE winds frae afF Ben-Lomond blaw. 
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw. 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And spin a verse or twa o' rhyme, 

III namely westlin jingle. 

While 



* David Sillar, one of the club at Tarbolton, and 
author of a volume of poems in the Scottish dialect. 



( 155 ) 

While frosty winds bbw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee' the great folk's gift, 
That'live saebien an' snug: 
I tent less, and waflt less 
Their roomy fire-side ; 
But hanker and canker. 
To see their cursed pride. 



IL 



Its hardly in a body's pow'r. 

To keep, at times, frae being sour. 

To see how things are shar'd ; 
How best o' chiels are whiles in want. 
While coofs on countless thousands rant. 

And ken na how to wair't : 
But Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head^ 

Tho' we hae little gear, 
We'rp fit to win our daily bread. 
As lang's we're bale and fier : 

^ Mair spier na, no fear na',* 
Auld age^ ne'er mind a feg. 
The last o't, the warst o't. 
Is only for to beg. 



III. 



* Ramsay. 
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III. 

To lie in kilns and barns at e*en 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin. 

Is, doubtless, great distress ! 
Yet then content conid make us blest ; 
Ev'n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that's free frae a' 

Intended fraud pr guile. 
However fprtupe kick the ba'. 
Has ay some cause to smile, 
Apd mind still, you'll find still, 

A comfort this nae sma' ; 
Nae mair then, we'll care then, 
Nae farther can we fa'. 



IV, 



What tho', like commoners of air. 
We wander out, we know not where. 

But either house or hal'? 
Yet nature's charms, the hills and woods. 
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods. 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the grovM^d, 

And blackbirds whistle clear. 
With honest joy our hearts will bound. 

To see the coming year : 



On 



^ 
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On brae^ when we please^ then^ 
We'll sit and sowth a tune ; 

Syne rhyme till't, we'll time till't. 
And sing't when we hae done. 



V. 



Its no in titles nor in rank ; 

Its no in wealth like Lon'on bank/ 

To purchase peace and rest ; 
Its no in makin muckle mair : 
Its no in books ; its no in lear^ 

To make us truly blest : 
If happiness hae not her seat 
And centre in the breast^ 
We may be wise^ or rich, or great^ 
But never can be blest : 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures. 
Could make us happy lang ; 
The iear^ ay's the part ay. 

That makes us right or wrang. 

VL 

Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive thro' wet an' dry, 

Wi' never-ceasing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blest than they, 
Wha scarcely tent us in their way. 

As hardly worth their while ? 

Alas ! 



\ 
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Alas ! how aft in haughty mood^ 
Grod's creatures they oppress ! 
Or else, neglecting a' that*S5 guid^-> 
They riot in excess ! 

Baith careless, and fearless 
Of either heav'ii or hell ! 
Esteeming, and deeming ' 
Its a* an idle tale ! 

Vll. 

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce ; 
Nor make our scanty pleasures less. 

By pining at our state ; 
And, even should misfortunes comey 
I, here wha sit, hae met wi' some, 

An's thankfu' for them yet. 
They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel ; 
They make us see the naked truth. 
The rea/ guid and ill. 
Tho' losses, and crosses. 
Be lessons right severe. 
There's wit there, ye'U get there, 
Ye'U find nae other where. 

VIII. 

But tent me, Davicy ace o' hearts ! 
(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes. 

And 



r 
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And flatt'ry I detest) ' 
This life has joys for ypu and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

And joys the very best. 
There's a' the pleasures o' the hearty 

The lover an' the frien' ; 
Ye hae your Meg^ your dearest part. 
And I my darling Jean ! 
It warms me, it charms me. 
To mention but her name : 
It heats me, it beets me. 
And sets me a' on flame ! 

IX. 

J 

O, all ye pow'rs who rule above ! 
O Tbouy whose very self art love ! 
Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming thro' my heart. 
Or my more dear immortal part. 
Is not more fondly dear ! • 

When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest. 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 
Thou Beingy All-seeing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care ! 

X. 
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X. 

All hail, ye tender feelings dear ! 
The smile of love, the friendly tear. 

The sympathetic glow ; 
Long since, this world's thorny way* 
Had numbered out my weary days. 

Had it not been for you I 
Fate still has blest me with a friend^ 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still. 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene. 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my J^an. 

J\JL» 

O, how that name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rins as fine. 
As Phoebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, 

'Till ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hilch, and stilt, and jimp. 

And rin an unco fit : 

But 
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But lest then^ the beast then^ 
Should rue this hasty ride^ 

m light now^ and dight now 
His sweaty wizenM hide* 



tot* in. M THE 



( l(fe ) 



THE 



LAMENT, 



OCCASIONED BY THE UNPOBTUNATE ISSUE 



OF A 



FRIEND'S AMOUR. 



S 



Alas ! bow aft do§s goodness ^uH^nd itself! 
And sweet Affection prtroe the spring of woe^ 



HOME< 



I. 



O THOU pale orb, that silent shines. 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 

Thou seest a wretch that inly pines^ 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With 
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With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ; 

And mourn, in lamjentation deep. 
How life and Ime are all a dream. 



II. 



I joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintly-marked distant hill : 
I joyless view thy trembling horn. 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still ! 

Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease I 
Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning peace ! 



III. 



No idly-feign'd poetic pains. 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim ; 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The [Jighted faith*; the mutual flame ; 

The oft attested pow'rs above ; 
The promts d Father s tender name ; 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

M 2 IV. 



i 



^ 
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IV. 

Encircled in her clasping arms^ 

How have the raptur'd moments flowa^ 
How have I wish'd for fortune's charms, 

For her dear sake, and her's alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone. 

My secret heart's exulting boast ? 
And does she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she ever, ever lost ? 



V. 



Oh ! can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, lost to truth. 
As from the fondest lover piart, 

The plighted husband of her youth ! 
Alas ! life's path may be unsmooth ! 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe, 

Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 



VL 



Ye winged hours that o'er us past, 
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy 'd. 

Your dear remembrance in my breast. 
My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employ'd. 



That 
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I 

That breast^ how dreary now, and void. 
For her too scanty once of room ! 

Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroyed. 
And not a wisA to gild the gloom ! 

VIL 



The mom that warns th* approaching day. 

Awakes me up to toil and woe : 
I see the hours in long array. 

That I must suffer, lingering, slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe 

Keen recollection's direful train,* 
Must wring my soul, ere Phoebus, low. 

Shall kiss the distant, western main. 



VIII. 



And when my nighdy couch I try, 

Sore-harrass'd out with care and grief^ 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye. 

Keep watchings with the nighdy thief: 
Or if I slumber, fancy, chief. 

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 
Ev'n day, all-bitter, brings relief^ 

From such a horror-breathing night 



IX- 



^ 
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IX. 

O I thou bright queen, who o'er th' expanse. 

Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway ! 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 

Observed us, fQndly-\yand'ring, stray ! 
The time, unheeded, sped away. 

While love's luxurious pulse beat high. 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray. 

To mark the mutual-kindling eye* 



X* 



Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set J 

Scenes, never, never, to return ! 
Scenes, if in stupor I forget. 

Again I feel, again I bum ! 
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn. 

Life's weary vale I'll wander thro' ; 
And hopeless, comfortless, I'll mourn 

A faithless woman's broken vow. 



DESPONDENCY. 



N 
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DESPONDENCY, 



AM 



ODE, 



Oppressed wIA gnef, oppressed with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O life ! thou art a galling load. 
Along a rough, a weary road. 

To wretches such as I ! 

Dim 



( lae ) 

Dim backward as I cast my view^ 
What sick'ning scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro'. 
Too justly I may fear ! 
Still caring^ despairing^ 

Must be my bitter doom ; 

My woes here shall close ne'er, 

Hut with the closing tomb ! 



IL 



Happy ye sons of busy life. 
Who, equal to the bustling strife. 

No other view regard ! 
Ey'n when the wished efid*s deny'd. 
Yet while the busy means are ply*d. 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight. 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet ev'ry sad returning night. 
And joyless mom the same. 
You bustling, and justling, 
Forget each grief and pain ; 
, J listless, yet restless. 

Find ev'ry prospect vain. 

HI. 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 
Wbp| all-forgetting, all-forgot. 



Within 



( i«9 ) 

Within his humble cell. 
The cavern wild with tangling roots. 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Or, haply, to his evening thought. 

By unfrequented stream. 
The ways of men are distant brought; 
A faint collected dream ; • 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to heav'n on high. 
As wand'ring, meand'ring. 
He views the solemn sky. 



rv. 



Than I, no lonely hermit jdac'd 
Where never human footstep trac'd. 

Less fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve. 
And Just to stop, andjusf to move. 

With self-respecting art : 
But ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys. 

Which I too keenly taste. 
The solitary can despise. 
Can want, and yet be blest ! 
He needs not, he heeds not. 

Or human love or hate. 
Whilst I here must cry here. 
At perfidy ingrate ! 



V. 
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V, 

Oh ! enviable, early days. 

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze. 

To care, to guilt unknown ! 
How ill exchanged for riper times. 
To feel the follies, or the crimes. 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport. 

Like linnets in the bush. 
Ye little know the ills ye court. 
When manhood is your wish ! 
The losses, the crosses. 

That active man engage ! 
The fears all, the tears all. 
Of dim-declining age ! 



WINTER. 



I 
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WINTER, 



DIRGE. 



t. 



The wintry west extends his blast. 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the burn comes down, 

And roars frae bank to brae ; . 
And bird and beast in covert rest 

And pass the heartless day. 

11. 
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II. 

« 

*^ The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,*'* 

The joyless winter-day. 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it sooths my soul. 

My griefs it seems to join. 
The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

III. 

Thou PowV SupretMy whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fiilfil. 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best. 

Because they are Thy Will ! 
Then all I want (O, do thou grant 

This one request of mine. 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign. 



THE 



* Dr. Young, 
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THK 



COTTER'S 



SATURDAY NIGHT. 



INSCRIBED TO R. A****, ESQ. 



liet not ambition mock their useful toily 
Their homely joys and destitiy obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
The short but simple annals of the poor. 



Gray, 



I. 

My lov'd, my honoured, much respected friend ! 

No mercenary bard his homage pays ; 
With honest pride, I scorn each sdfish end, 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 

To 
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iTo you I sing, in simple Scottish lays. 
The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 

The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 
What A**** in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I weett ! 

It 

November chill blaws loud wi* angry sugh ; 

The shortening winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh ; 

The blackening trains o' craws to their repose : 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes. 

This night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes^ 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does hameward bend. 

III. 

At length his lonely cot appears in view. 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expectant wee-tbingSy toddlin, stacher through 

To meet their Dad, wi' flitcherin noise an' glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily. 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriftic wifU^s smile, 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee. 

Does a' his weary carking cares beguile. 
An' makes him quite forget his labour an* his toil. 

IV. 
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IV. 

Belyve the elder bairns come drapping in. 

At service out, amang the farmers roun*; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie jerrand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny ^ woman grown. 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gown. 

Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 



y. 



Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' each for other's weelfare kindly spiers : 
The social hours, swift-wing'd, unnotic'd fleet i 

Each tdls the uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi' her needle an' her sheers. 

Gars auld claes look amaist as weel's the new % 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 



VL 

Their master's atf their mistress's command. 
The younkers a' are warned to obey ; 

^An' 
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* An* mind their kbours wi* an eydcnt hand^ 

* An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk or play i 

* An' O ! be sure to fear the Lord alway ! 

* An' mind your du^y, duly, mom an' night ! 

* Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray, 

' Implore his counsel and assisting might : 
They never sought in vain that sought the Lord aright !' 



VIL 



But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

JetiTiy, wha kens the meaning o' the same, 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame- 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jennys e'e, and flush her cheek ; 
With heart^struck anxious care, enquires his name^ 

While Jerrny hafHins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleas'd the mother hears; its nae wild, worthless raLc 



VIIL 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan youth ; he takes the mother's eye ; 
Blythe Jemiy sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye* 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy. 

Bat 
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But Mate and laithfu*> scarce can weel behave } 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy 
What makes the youth sae bashfii* an' sae grave ; 
Weel pleasM to think her bairrCs respected like the lave. 



IX. 



O happy love ! where love like this is found ! 

O heart-felt raptures ! hliss beyond compare I 
IVe paced much this weary mortal rounds 

And sage experience bids me thi* declare — 

* If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare, 

' One cordial in this melancholy vale, ' 

* 'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair, 

^ In others arms breathe out tlie tender tale, 
^ Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev'ning gale/ 



X. 



Is there, in human form, that bears a heart — 

A wretch I a villain I lost to love anti truth ! 
That can^ with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jennys unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his peijur'd arts ! dissembling smooth \ 

Are honor, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth. 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child ? 
Then paints the ruin'd maid^ and their distraction wild ? 

VOL. III. N XI. 
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XI. • 

But now the supper crowns their simple board. 

The healsome parritcby chief o' Scotia^ s food : 
The soupe their only Hawkie does ^ord. 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chowS her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood, 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck, fell. 
An* aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's it guid ; 

The frugal wiiSe, garrulous, will tell, 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the bell. 

* * . • 

XII. 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi* patriarchal grace. 

The big hd-Bibley ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside. 

His lyart haiFets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glfde. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And ^ Let us worship God !' he says, with solemn air. 

XIII. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim : 
. Pterhaps Dundee % wild warbling measures rise. 
Or plaintive Martyrs y worthy of the name ; 

Or 
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Or noble Elgin beets th^ heav'n-ward flame. 

The sweetest far of Scotia s holy lays : 
Compared with these, Italian trills are tame; 

The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Nae unison hae they with oiir Creator's praise, 

XIV. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page. 

How Jhram was the friend of God on high ; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With jimalek*^ ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal hard did groaning lye 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 
Or, Joh'^ pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiaffs wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred Ijre. 

XV. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme. 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How He^ who bore in Heaven the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head 2 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
How hey who lone in Patmos banished. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great BaVlon^ doom pronounc'd by HeavVs 
command. 

N2 XVI. 
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XVI. 

Then kneeling down^ toHEAVBN*8 eternai. Kiitq^ 

The saint ^ the father , and the husband prays : 
Hope ^ springs exulting on triumphant wing/* 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their creators praise. 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere? 

XVIL 

Compared with this bow poor religion's pride. 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men display to congregations wide. 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart ! 
The Pow\y incens'd, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well pleas'd the language of the soul ; 
And in his book of life the inmates poor enroll, 

XVIII. 

Then hon»^ward all take off their sev'ral way ; 
The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 

The 



Pope's Windsor Forest. 



J 
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The parent-{Kiir their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request 

That He who stills the raven's clam'rous nest. 
And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride. 

Would in the way his wisdom sees the best. 
For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine preside. 

From scenes like thesb old ^cotias grandeur springs. 

That makes her k>v*d at home, rfever'd abroad : 
Princei^ and lords are but the breath of kings, 

^ An honest man's the noblest work of God :* 
And certesy in fair virtue's heav'nly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ! a cumbrous load. 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

XX. 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent ! 
Long may thy hardy .sons of rustic toil. 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content I 
And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A 
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A virtuaui populace may rise the whil^ - ■ ' 

And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov'd Zr/iP. 

• ■ . . . ' ' 

XXI. 



' * ' 



O Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic, tide 

That streamed thro* Wallace'^ undaunted heart ; 
Who dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 
(The patriot's God^ peculiarly thou art. 

His friend, inspirer^ guardian, ^jttidrewafd !) '♦ 
O never, never, Scotia's realm desert ; 

But still the patriot, and the patriot iardy • 
In bright succession raise, her omaptnent and guard ! 



MAN 
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MAN 



WAS MADE TO MOURN. 



DIRGE. 



I. 



When chm November's surty blast 

Made fields and forests bare. 
One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of J^r^ 
I spy*d a man, whose aged stq> 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years 

And hoary was his hair. 



. > 






n. 



n 



( 184 ) 
11. 

Young stranger^ whither wandVest thou t 

Began the rev Vend sage ; 
Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain^ 

Or youthful pleasure*s rage ? 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of man. 



III. 

The sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Out-spreading far and wide. 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling*s pride ; 
Fve seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And ev*ry time has added proofs 

That man was made to mourn. 



IV. 



O man ! while in thy early years. 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mis-spending all thy precious hours. 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! . 

Alten^te 



( 189 ) 

Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions bum ; 
Which tenfold force gives nature^s law. 

That man was made to mourn. 



r • 



V. 



Look not alone on youthful prime, 

Or manhood^s active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kiijd. 

Supported is his right. 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn. 
Then age and want. Oh ! ill-match*d pair ! 

Show man was made to mourn. 



VI. 

A few seem favourites of fate. 

In pleasure*s lap carest ; 
Yet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest. 
But, Oh ! what crowds in ev'ry land. 

Are virretched and forlorn ; 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn. 

That man was m^e to mourn. 



va 
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VII. 



« ; .» 



» I ' 



Many and shaifp the nunj'rous ills , 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
More pointed still we make ourselves, 

Rogret, remorse, and shame ! 
And man, whose heav'n-crected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity, to itian 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

VIII. 

See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wighl^ 

So abject, mean, and ,vile. 
Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his \ovd\y fellow-worm 

The poor petition spurn. 
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife 

And helpless offspring mourn. 

If I'm design d yon lordling's slave. 
By Nature's law design'dy 

Why was an independent wish 
E'er planted in my mind ? 

If not, why am I subject to 
His cruelty or scorn ? 



Or 



( 187' ) 

Or why has man the will and pow'r 
To make his fellow mourn ?* 



X. 



Yet, let not this too much, my son. 

Disturb thy youthful breast : 
This partial view of human-kind 

Is surely not the Jast / 
The poor, oppressed, honest man. 

Had \ity^t, ' surei ' ^^^ bom. 
Had there not been some recompense 

To t^omfort those that mourn ! 



' XL 

O death ! the poor man's dearest friend. 

The kindest arid tlie best ! 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest f , 

The greiit, the yrealtby, fear thy blow. 

From pomp and pleasure torn ; 
But, Oh ! a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn ! ^ 



( 188 ) 



PRAYER 



IN THE 



PROSPECT OF DEATH, 



L 



O THOU unkno\s^. Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour. 

Perhaps I must appear • 



11. 



If I have wander*d in those paths 

^ Of life I ought to shun ; 
As something, loudly, in my breast. 
Remonstrates I have done ; 



in. 



( 189 ) 

III. 

Thou know'st that thou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And listening to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 



IV. 



Where human weakness has come shorty 

Or frailty stept aside. 
Do thou, All-Good I tot such thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 



V. 



Where with intention I have err*d. 

No other plea I have. 
But, Thou art good ; anJ goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS 



» 



( >90 .) 



t , 



STANZAS 



ON THE 



SAME OCCASION. 



Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ! 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ! 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between : 

Some gleams of sunshine mid renewing storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 
* . Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ; 

I tremble to approach an angry Gon, 

And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain 



Fain would I say, ^ Forgive my foul offence !* 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But, should my Author health again dispense. 

Again I might desert fair virtue's way ; 
Again in folly's path might go astray ; 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have mouiti'd, yet to temptation ran ? 

O Thou, great governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted ey^ to thee. 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow. 

Or still the tumult of the imaging sea : 
With that controuling powV assist ev'n me. 

Those headlong furious passions to confine ; 
For all unfit I feel my Jiowefs to be. 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed line ; 
O, aid me with thy help. Omnipotence Divine ! 



^YING 



( 19* ) 



LYING AT A RETEREXD FKIBND^S HOUSE OKK 
NIGHT^ THE AVTHOR LEFT THE POLIiOWING 



VERSES 



IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. 



I. 



O THOU dread PowV, who reign'st above ! 

I know thou wilt me hear : 
When for this scene of peace and love, 

I make my pray V sincere. 

H. 



( m y 
II. 

The hoary sire — the mortal stroke. 
Long, long, be pleas'd to spare ; 

To bless his little filial flock. 
And show what good men are, 

III. 

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
O bless her with a mother's joys, 

But spare a mother's tears ! 

IV. 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth. 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
Bless him, thou Grod of love and truths 

Up to a parent's wish. 



V. 



The beauteous, seraph sister-band, 

With earnest tears I pray. 
Thou know'st the snares on ev'ry hand, 

Guide thou their steps alway. 

VOL. III. O When 



( 19^ ) 

When soon or late they reach that coast^ 
0*er life's rough ocean driv'n. 

May they rgoice, no wand'rcr lost^ 
A family in Heav'n ! 



THE 



( loa ) 



I * 



THE 



FIRST PSALM. 



The man, in life wherever placM, 

Hath happiness in store. 
Who walks not in the wicked's way. 

Nor learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornfiil pride 
Casts forth his eyes abroad^ 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his Gon. 



That man shall flourish like the trees 

Which by the streamlets grow ; 
The fruitful top is spread on high. 

And firm the root below. 

O 2 But 



( 190 ) 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast^ 

And like the rootless stubble tos^ 
Before the sweeping blast. 

■ « < 
f 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv*n them peace and rest. 

But hath decrted: th^t rwickpd Qien 
Shall ne*er be truly blest. 



• • 









:i.''f! 1 \ -I 



I \ 



f I'^i 



f » 



( m ) 



PRATER, 



HJNBER THE PRESSURE OF 



VIOLENT ANGUISH. 



O THOU great Being ! what thou art 

Surpasses me to know : 
Yet sure I am, that known to thee 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy creature here before thee stands^ 

AH wretched and distrest ; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 

Obey thy high behest. 

Sort 



( 198 ) 

Sure thou^ Almighty^ canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears^ 

Or close them fast in death ! 



But if I must afflicted be^ 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then, man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear and not repine ! 



THE 



( 199 ) 



THE 



FIRST SIX VERSES 



OP THB 



NINETIETH PSALM. 



O THOU, the first, the greatest fiiend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling place ! 

Before the mountains heav'd their heads 

Beneath thy forming hand. 
Before this pondVous globe itself^ 

Arose at thy command ; 

That pow'r which rais'd and still upholds 

This universal frame. 
From countless, unbeginning time 

Was ever still the same. 

Those 



( 900 ) 

Those mighty periods of years 

Which seem to us so vast. 
Appear no more before thy sight 

Than yesterday that's past. 

Thou giv'st the word : Thy creature, man. 

Is to existence brought ; 
Again thou say'st, ^ Ye sons of men, 

^ Return ye into nought !' 

Thou layest them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thou tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning fiow'r. 

In beauty's pride array'd ; 
But long ere night cut down it lies 

All wither'd and decay 'd. 



TO 



r 



I ( 101 ) 



TO 



A MOUNTAIN DAISY. 



OK 



TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH 



In J^ril 1786. 



Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow'r, 
Thou*s met me in an evil hour ; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 

Thy slender stem. 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r. 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! its no thy neebor sweet. 
The bonnie Lark^ companion meet ! 
Bending thee *mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' spreckl'd breast. 
When upward-springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Cauld 



( 202 ) 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early^ humble, birth ; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce reared above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 



The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield. 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield ; 
But thou beneath the random bidd 

O' clod or stane. 
Adorns the histie stibhh-jieldy 

Unseen, alane. 



There, in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 



Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
^^eidiflowWet of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust, 
'Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such 



( ^oi ) 

Such is the fate of simple Bard^ 
On lifers rough ocean luckless starred ! 
Unskilful he to note the card 

0{ prudent lorey 
'Till billows rage, and gales blow hard> 

And whelm him o*er ! 



Such fate to suffering worth is giv*n, 
Who long with wants and woes has striy'n^ 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 

To misery's brink, 
'Till wrench*d of ev*ry stay but Heav^ny 

He, ruin'd, sink ! 



Ev'n thou who moum*st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine — no distant date ; 
Stern Ruin's plough-share drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom, 
'Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weight. 

Shall be thy doom ! 



TO 



( 204 ) 



TO 



RUIN. 



h 



All hail ! inexorable lord ! 

At whose destruction-breathing word. 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train. 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, all ! 

With 



r 



C 405 ) 



\ 



With stem-rcsolv'd, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tye^ 
And quivers in m/ htort* 
Then lowering, and pouring. 

The storm no more I dread ; 
Tho' thick'mn^ and blackening. 
Round my devoted head. 

And thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr*d^ 
While life a fUasure can aSb^d, 
Oh ! hear a wretch's prayV ! 
No more I shrink appal*d, afraid ; 
I court, I beg thy fn^idfy aid. 
To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace. 

Resign Yift^sjoyJess day ; 
My weary heart its throbbings cease, 
Cold moidd'ring iti the clay ; . 
No fear niove, no tear more. 
To stain my lifeless fiice ;: ; 
Enclasped, and grasped. > 

Within thy cold embrace ! 



TO 



< 206 ) 



9 



i 



TO 



1 



I 



MISS 



WJfK 



BEATTIE'S POSMS 






As a New JSTear^s Gift^ Jan. l, IMT. 



Again the alent wfieds of tin» . 

Their annical round hove driv'n^ 
And you^ tho * scarce in maiden primie. 

Are so much nearer Hcav*n. 

« 

No gifts have I fix)m Indian coasts 

The infant year to hail ; 
I send you more than India boasts 

In Edwins simple tale. 



Our 



I 
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Our sex with guile and faithless love 
Is chargM^ perhaps^ too true ; 

But may, dear maid, each lover prove 
An Edwin still to you. 



/ 



» » 

ft 



EPISTLE 



( 308 ) 



EPISTLE 



TO 



> • > 



A YOUNG FRIEND. 



May 1786. 



L 



I LANG hae thought, my youthfu* friendly 
A something to have sent you, 

Tho' it should serve nae other end 
Than just a kind mementQ ; 



But 



( 209 ) 

But how the subject-theme may gang^ 
Let time and chance determine } 

Perhaps it may turn out a sang^ 
Perhaps turn out a sermon; 



th 



Ye'U try the world soon, my lad. 

And Andrew dear, believe me. 
Yell find mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may grieve ye : 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev*n when your end's attained ; 
And a' your Views may come to nought. 

Where evVy nerve is strained. 

IIL 

I'll no sdy, mien are villains a' ; 

The real, hardened wicked, 
Wha hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few restricked : 
But och, mankind arc unco weak. 

An' little to be trusted ; 
If self the wavering balance shakc> 

Its rarely right adjusted ! 



voir. II ^ P IV, 



( aio ) 

IV. 

Yet they wha fa' in fortune's strife. 

Their fate we should na censure^ 
For still th' important end of life. 

They equally may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly stare him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's part. 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 



V. 



Ay free, afF han' your story tell. 

When wi' a bosom crony ; 
But still keep something to yoursd 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yoursel as weel's ye can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
But keek thro' ev'ry other man, 

Wi' sharpened sly inspection. 



VI. 

The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love. 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt th' illictt rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it : 



I 
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I wave the quantum o* the sin^ 
The hazard of concealing ; 

But och ! it hardens a' within^ 
And petrifies the feeling ! 



VII. 

To catch dame fortune's golden smile. 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by ev Vy wile 

That's justified by honor ; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train-attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being itidependent. 



VIII. 

The fear o' helPs a hangman's whip 

To baud the wretch in order ; 
But where ye feel your honor grip. 

Let that ay be your border : 
Its slightest touches, instant pau^^ 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely keep its laws, 

Uncaring consequences^ 

P2 



IX. 



( ala ) 

IX. 

The great Creator to revere. 

Must sure become the creature ; 
But still the preaching cant forbear. 

And ev'n the rigid feature : 
Yet ne*er with wits prophane to range. 

Be complaisance extended ; 
An Atheist's laugh's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended ! 



X. 



When ranting round in pleasure's ring. 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random stingy 

It may be little minded ; 
But when on life we're tempest-driv'n, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n, 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 



XL 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth 1 
Your heart can ne'er be wanting ! 

May prudence, fortitude, and truth. 
Erect your brow undaunting ! 






In 



( ai3 ) 

In ploughman phrase, ^ God send you speed,' 

Still daily to grow wiser : 
And may you better reck the rede^ 

Than ever did th' adviser. 



ON 



( »14 ) 



ON 



A SCOTCH BARD, 



GOKE TO 



THE WEST INDIES, 



A YE wha live by soups o' drink, 
A* ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think. 

Come mourn wi' mc ! 
Our hillie^s gicn us a' a jink. 

An' owre the sea. 

Lament 



( 215 ) 

Lament him a* yc rantin corc^ 
Wha dearly like a random-splore, 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar^ 

In social key ; 
For now he's taen anither shore. 

An' owre the sea ! 



The bonnie lasses weel may wiss him^ 
And in their dear peiitions place him : 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bless him, 

Wi' tearfu' e'e ; 
For weel I wat they'll sairly miss him 

That's owre the sea ! 



O fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadst thou taen afF some drowsy bummle, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

'Twad been nae plea ; 
But he was gleg as ony wumble. 

That's owre the sea ! 



Auld, cantie Kyh may weepers wear. 
An' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear ; 
'Twill mak her poor auld heart I fear. 

In flinders flee ; 
He was her launat monie a year. 

That's owre the sea ! 



He 



( «16 ) 

He saw misfortune's cauld nor^wni 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast ; 
A jillet brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be ! 
Soj took a birth afore the mast. 

An' owre the sea. 



To tremble under fortune's cummock^ 
On scarce a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
Wi' his proud, independent stomach. 

Could ill agree ; 
So, row't his hurdles in a hammock^ 

An' owre the sea. 



He ne'er was gien to great misguiding. 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding } 

He dealt it free ; 
The muse was a' that he took pride in. 

That's owre the sea. 



Jamaiet^ hodies, use him weel. 
An' hap him in a cozie biel : 
Ye'U find him ay a dainty chiel. 

And fou' o' glee ; 
He wad^na wrang'd the vera deil. 

That's pwte the sea. 

Farewe^ 



( 217 ) 

Pareweel, my rhyme-composing billie ! 
Your native soil was right ill-willie ; 
But may ye flourish like a lily, 

Now bonnilie ! 
I'll toast ye in my hindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea ! 



TO 



( ai8 ) 



TO 



A HAGGIS. 



Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face. 
Great chieftain o' the puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang's my arm. 



The groaning trencher there ye fill. 
Your hurdles like a distant hill. 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need. 
While thro' your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 



His 



( 219 ) 

His knife see rustic labour dight, 
An* cut you up wi' ready slight. 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then^ O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich I 



Then horn for horn they, stretch an' strive, 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 
*Till a' their weel-svvaird kytes belyve 

Are bent like drums ; 
Then auld guidman, maist like to rive, 

B^tbankit hums. 



Is there that o'er his French ragout, 
Or olio that wad staw a sow. 
Or fricassee wad mak her spew 

Wi* perfect sconner, 
jLooks down wi' sneering, scornfu' view 

On sic a dinner ! 



Poor devil J see him owre his trash. 
As feckless as a withered rash. 
His spindle shank a guid whip-lash. 

His nieve a nit ; 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 



Bui 



( 320 ) 

But mark the rustic, haggis-fed^ 
The trembling earth resoimds his tread. 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade. 

He'll mak it whissle ; 
An* legs, an* arms, an* heads wilt sned. 

Like taps o* thrissle. 



Ye powers wha mak mankind your care. 
And dish them out their bill o* fere, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware 

« 

That jaups in luggies ; 
^ut, if ye wish her gratefu* pray'r, 

Gie her a Haggis / 



( *^1 ) 



DEDICATION. 



TO 



Q.*«««« U«**«*## £g^^ 



Expect na, sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin dedication. 
To roose you up, an* ca' you guid. 
An* sprung o' great an* noble bluid. 
Because ye*re simam*d like bis grace^ 
Perhaps related to the race ; 



Then 



( 222 ) 

Then when Fm tir'd — and sae arc j^, 
Wi* mony a fulsome, sinfu' lie. 
Set up a face^ how I stop short, 
For fear your modesty be hurt. 



This may do — maun do. Sir, wi' them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou ; 
For me ! sae laigh I needna bow. 
For, Lord be thankit, 1 can plough ; 
And when I downa yoke a naig. 
Then, Lord be thankit, / can heg ; 
Sae I shall say, an' that's nae flatt'rin. 
Its just sic foety an' sic patron. 



The Poet, some guid angel help him. 
Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp him ! 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet. 
But only he's no just begun yet. 



The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie m% 
I winna lie, come what will o' me) 
On ev'ry hand it will allow'd be. 
He's just — nae better than he should be. 



I readily and freely grant. 
He downa see a poor jnan want ; 

What'8 



( ^M ) 

What's no his ain he winna tak it. 
What mnce he says he winna break it ; 
Ought he can lend he'll no refiis't, 
*Till aft his guidness is abus*d ; 
And rascals whyles that do him wran^ 
Ev'n that J he does na mind it lang : 
As master, landlord, husband, father. 
He does na fail his part in either. 



But then, nae thanks to him for a' that ; 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca' that ; 
Its naething but a milder feature. 
Of our poor, sinfu' corrupt nature : 
Yell get the best o* moral works, 
'Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks^ 
Or hunters wild pn Ponotaxi, 
Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's the poor man's friend in need^ 
The gentleman in word and deed. 
Its no thro' terror of d-mn-ti-n ; 
Its just a carnal inclination. 



Morality, thou deadly bane. 
Thy tens o' thousands thou hast slain ! 
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
In morai mercy, truth, and justice ! 



No- 



( *24 ) 

t 

No— Stretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abuse a brother to his back ; 
Steal thro' a winnock frae.a wh-re. 
But point the rake that taks the door ; 
Be to the poor like onie whunstane^ 
And baud their noses to the grunstane i 
Ply ev'ry art o' legal thieving ; 
No matter^ stick to sound beUm$ng^ 



i 



Learn three-mile pray rs, an half-mile graces^ 
Wi' weel-gpread looves, an' lang, wry feces ; 
Grunt up a solemn, lengthened groan. 
And damn a' parties but your own ; 
I'll warrant then, yeVe nae deceiver, 
* A steady, sturdy, staunch belicven 



O ye wha leave the springs of* C-tv-n, 
For gurnh'e dubs of your ain delvin ! 
Ye sons of heresy and error, 
Ye'U some day squeel in quaking terror ! 
When vengeance draws the sword in wrath. 
And in the fire throws the sheath j 
When ruin, with his sweeping hesoniy 
Just frets 'till heav'n commission gies him : 
While o'er the harp pale mis'iy moans, 
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones. 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 



Your 



( 2^5 ) 

Your pardon. Sir, for this digression, 
I maist forgat my dedication ; 
But when divinity comes cross me. 
My readers still are sure to lose mc. 



So, Sir, ye see *t\vas nae daft vapour, 
But I maturely thought it proper. 
When a* my ^orks I did review. 
To dedicate them. Sir, to you : 
Because (ye need na tak it ill) 
I thought them something like yourseL 



Then patronize them wi* your favour. 

And your petitioner shall ever 

I had amaist said, ever pray. 

But that's a word I need na say : 

For prayin I hae little skill o't ; 

Fm baith dead-sweer, an* wretched ill o't ; 

But Fse repeat each poof man's prayr. 

That kens or hears aboift you. Sir — 

' May ne'er misfortune's gowling bark, 
' Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk ! 

* May ne'er his gen'rous, honest heart, 
' For that same genVous spirit smart ! 
' May K**.****'s far-honour'd name 

* L#ang beet his hymeneal flame, 

VOL. HI. Q ' 'Tili 



o 
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' *Till H*******8, at least a dizen, 
' Are frae their nuptial labours risen : 

* Five bonnie lasses round their table^ 

* And seven braw fellows, stout an* able, 

* To serve their king and country weel, 
' By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 

* May health and peace, with mutual raySj 

* Shine on the evening o* his days ; 
' 'Till his wee curlie JoAus ier-oe, 

' When ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 

* The last, sad, mournful rites bestow.' 



I will not wind a lang conclusion, 
Wi' complimentary effusion : 
But whilst your wishes and endeavours. 
Are blest with fortune's smiles and favours, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent. 
Your much indebted, humble servant. 



But if (which pow*rs above prevent) 
That iron-hearted carl, fFanty 
Attended in his grim advances. 
By sad mistakes, and black mischances. 
While hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly iiim. 
Make you as poor a dog as I am. 
Your bumble servant then no more ; 
For who would humbly serve the poor ! 

But 



i 
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But by a poor man's hopes in Heav'n ! 

While recollection's powV is given. 

If, in the vale of humble lite. 

The victim sad of fortune's strife, 

I, thro' the tender gushing tear. 

Should recognize my master dear^ 

If friendless, low, we meet together, 

Thenj Sir, your hand — my friend ?LXi6, hrother ! 



Q2 TO 
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TO 



A LOUSE. 



ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET, 



AT CHURCH. 



rlA ! wharc ye gaun, yc crowlin ferlic ! 
Your impudence protects you sairly : 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
Tho' faith, I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 



Yc 
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Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonncr, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner, 
How dare ye set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Grae somewhere else and seek your dinner. 

On some poor body. 

Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle ; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi* ither kindred, jumpin cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare horn nor bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 



Now baud you there, ye're out o' sight. 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight ; 
Na, faith ye yet ! yell no be right 

'Till yeVe got on it. 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height 

O' Misses bomut.. 



My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose ©ut. 
As plump and gray as onie grozet ; 
O for some rank, mercurial rozet. 

Or fell, red smeddum, 
I'd gie you sic a hearty doze o't. 

Wad dress your droddum ! 

T 
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I wad na been surprised to spy 
Tou on an auld wife's flainen toy ; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy^ 

On*s wyliecoat ; 
But Miss's fine Lunardi ! fie^ 

How dare ye do*t ! 



O^ Jenny y dinna toss your bead^ 
An' set your beauties a' abread ! 
Ye little ken what cursed speed 

The blastie's makin ! 
Thae winks and finger-ends, I dread^ 

Are notice takin! 



O wad some pow'r the giftie gie us 
To see oursels as others see us ! 
It wad frae monie a blimder free us 

And foolish notion : 
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us^ 

And ev'n Devotion ! 



ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 



TO 



EDINBURGH. 



L 



EdINA ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces' and towers. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sovereign pow*rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rsi. 

As on the banks oiAyr I strayed. 
And singings lone^ the lingering hoors^ 

I shelter in thy honoured shad^. 

ir. 
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II. 

t 

Here wealth still swells the golden tide. 

As busy trade his labours plies ; 
There architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendor rise ; 
Here justice, from her native skies. 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
There learning, with his eagle eyes. 

Seeks science in her coy abode. 



III. 

Thy Sons, Edinay social, kind. 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarged, their lib'ral mind. 

Above the narrow, rural vale ; 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail. 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fail ! 

And never envy blot their name ! 



IV. 



Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn ! 

Gay as the gilded summer sky. 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 



Fair 
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Fair B strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my fancy shine ; 

I see the sire of love on highy 

And own his work indeed divine ! 



V. 



There watching high the least alarms. 

Thy rough rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold vetVan, gray in arms. 

And markM with many a seamy scar ; 
The pond'rous wall and massy bar. 

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war. 

And oft repeird the invader's shock. 



VI. 



With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, stately dome. 
Where Scotia s kings of other years 

Fam'd heroes, had their royal home : 
Alas, how changed the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust ! 
Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam ! 

Tho' rigid law cries out^ 'twas just ! 



VII, 
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VII. 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps^ 

Whose ancestors^ in days of yore. 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
Ev*n / who sing in rustic lore. 

Haply my sires have left their shed. 
And fac'd grim danger's loud^t roar. 

Bold-following where^<?»r fathers led ! 



VIII. 



Edifia ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and towVs, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs. 

As on the banks of jiyr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the ling'ring hours, 

I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 



EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



i. LAPRAIK, 



AN OLD SCXnnSH BARD. 



jifril Ui, 178i». 



While briers an* woodbines budding greeq^ 
An* paitricks scraichin loud at e*en^ 
An* morning poussie whidden seen^ 

Inspire my muse. 
This freedom in an unknown fiien*, 

I pray excuse. 

On 



( 236 ) 

On fastcn-een we had a rockin. 
To ca' the crack and weave our stockin ; 
And there was muckle fun an jokin, 

Ye need na doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokin 

At sang ahonf. 



There was ae sangy amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best. 
That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife : 
It thirlM the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 



I've scarce heard ought describes sae wcel. 
What gen'rous, manly bosoms {tid ; 
Thought I, * Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

* Or Beattie's wark !' 
They tald me 'twas an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 



It pat me fidgin-fain to hear't. 

And sae about him there I spier't. 

Then a' that ken't him round declared, 

He had ingine, 

That nane exccU'd it, few cam near't. 

It was sae fine. 

That 
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That set him to a pint of ale. 
An* either douce or merry tale. 
Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himscl. 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 



Then Up I. gat, an* swoor an ^thy ; 
Tho' I should pawn my pleugh aiid gvaitb. 
Or die a cadger pownie's death, , . 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an' gill I'd gie them baith. 

To hear your crack. 

But, first an' foremost, I should tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell^ 
I to the cramho-'fmgU fell, 

Tho' rude an' rough. 
Yet crooning to a body's sel. 

Does weel eneugh. 



I am nae poeiy in a sense. 
But just a rhymer y like^ by chance. 
An' hae to learning nae pretence. 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 

Your 
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Your critic-folk may cock their nose. 
And say, ^ How can you e'er propose, 
* You wha ken hardly verse ixzit prose ^ 

*To mak ax^;^^.^* 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

YeVe may be wrang. 

What's a* your jargon o' your schools. 
Your latin names for horns an' stools ; 
If honest nature made yoMfools^ 

What sairs your grammars ? 
Ye'd better taen up spades and shools. 

Or knappin-hammers. 

A set o' dull, conceited hashes, 
Confose their brains in college classes ! 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses. 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An' syne they think to climb Parnassus 

By dint o' Greek ! 

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire. 
That's a* the learning I desire ; 
Then though I drudge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart. 
My muse, though hamely in attire. 

May touch the heart. 

O 
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O for a spunk o' Allans glee. 
Or Ferguson^ the bauld and slec. 
Or bright Lapraik\ my friend to b^ 

If I can hit it ! 
That would be lear eneugh for me. 

If I could get it. 



Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends, I brieve are few. 
Yet, if your catalogue be fou, 

I*se no insist. 
But gif ye want ae friend that^s true, 

Fm on your list. 



I winna blaw about mysel ; 
As ill I like my fauts to tell ; 
But friends and folk that wish me well. 

They sometimes roose me ; 
Tho* I maun own, as monie still 

As far abuse me. 



There's ae wee fata they whiles lay to me, 
I like the lasses — Gude forgie me ! 
For monie a plack they wheedle frae me. 

At dance or fair ; 
May be some ither thing they gie me 

They weel can sgare. 

But 
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But MauchUne race, or MauMine fair, 
I should be proud to meet you there ; 
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather. 
An' hae a swap o' rhymin-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 



The foijr-gill chap, we'se gar him clatter. 
An' kirsen him wi' reekin water ; 
Syne we'll sit down an' tak our whitter^ 

To cheer our heart ; 
An' faith, we'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 



Awa yc selfish warly race, 
Wha think that havins, sense^ an' grace, 
Ev'n love an' friendship, should give place 

To catch^thc^plack ! 
I dinna like to see your face. 

Nor hear your crack. 

But ye whom social pleasure charms. 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

' Each aid the others,' 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

*. My friend* my brothers ! 

But 
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But, to conclude my lang epistle. 
As my auld pen*8 worn to the grissle ; 
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle, 

Wha am, most fervent. 
While I can either sing, or whissle. 

Your friend and servant 



VOL. III. ft j^ 
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TO 



THE SAME. 



jlpril 315/, 1785. 



1?^HILE new-caM kye rout at the stake> 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik. 
This hour on e'enin- s edge I take, 

To own Fm debtor. 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraiky 

For his kind letter. 

Fogeaket 
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Forjesket sair, with weary legs, 
ttattlin the corn out-owre the rigs. 
Or dealing thro* amang the naigs 

Their ten hours bite. 
My awkart muse sair pleads and begs^ 

I would na write. 



The tapetlesS ramfeezl*d hiz^ie. 
She's saft at bestj and something lazy. 
Quo* she, ^ Ye ken, we've been sae busy, 

* This month an' mair, 

' That trouth my head is grown right dizzie, 

^ An' something sair.' 

Her dowff excuses pat me mad ; 

* Conscience,' says I, ' ye ihowless jad ! , 

* I'll write, an' that a hearty blaud, 

* This vera night ; 

* So dinna ye aflJont your trade, 

* But rhyme it right. 

* Shall bauld Lapraik^ the king o' hearts, 

* Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 

* Roose you sae weel for your deserts. 

In terms sae friendly^ 
^ Yet ye'll neglect to shaw your parts, 

* An' thank him kindly !' 
R 2 Sa^ 
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Sae I gat paper in a blink^ 
An* down gaed stumpie in the ink : 
Quoth I, 'Before I sleep a wink, 

' I vow ril close it ; 
' PixC if ye winna mak it clink, 

' By Jove I'll prose it V 

Sae IVe begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither. 
Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither. 

Let time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean aff-loof« 



My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' fortune use you hard an' sharp ; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleesome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how fortune waft an' warp ; 

She's but a b-tch. 



She's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg. 
Sin I could striddle owre a rig ; 
But, by the ]-<— d, tho' I should beg 

Wi' lyart pow, 
I'll laugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg. 

As lang's I dow ! 



Now 



\ • 
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Now comes the sax an' ^tvcntieth simnKr^ 
I've seen the bud upo' the timmer. 
Still persecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year^ 
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

7, Rob, am here. 

Do ye envy the city Gent, 
Behint a kist to lie and sklent. 
Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent* 

And muckle wame. 
In some bit brugh to represent 

A Bailie's name ? 



Or is't t!he paughty, feudal Thane, . , 
Wi' rufii'd sark an' glancing <^ne, 
Wha thinks himsel nae sheep-shank banc, : 

But lordly stalks. 
While caps and bonnets afF are taen. 

As by he walks ? 

^ O Thou wha gies us each guid gift ! 
^ Gie me o' wit an' sense a lift, 

* Then turn me, if Tbou please, adrift. 

Thro' Scotland wide ; 

* Wi* cits nor Imrds 1 wadna shift, 

^ In a' their pride!' 
^ Were 
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Were this the charter of our state, 
' On pain o* hell be rich an' great/ 
Damnation then would be our fete, 

Beyond remead ; 
But, thanks to Heav'n, that's no the gate 

We learn pur creed. 



For thus the royal mandate fto, 
When first the human race began, 
^ The I90cial, 'friendly, honest man, 

' Whatever he be, 

' Tis he fulfils great NatUris flatty 

^ An' nonebut ^^Z* 



O mandate glorious and divine !: 
The followers of the ragged Nine, . 
Poor, thoughtless devils i yet may shin* 

In glorious light. 
While sordid sons of Mammon's line 

: Are dark as night. 



n 



Tho' here they scrape, an' squeeze, an' groid, 
Their worthless nievefij' of a soul 
May in some future carcase howl 

The forest's fright ; 
Or in some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 

Then 
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Then may Lapraik and Burns arise. 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And /i«§r their pleasures, hopes, an' joys. 

In some mild sphere. 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties 

Each passing year ! 



TO 



I I 



( 5M» ) 



TO 



W. S*****N, 



OCHILTREE. 



May 1785. 



I GAT your letter, winsome Willie ; 
Wi' gratefo* heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho* I maun say't, I wad be silly. 

An* imoo vain. 
Should I believe, my coaxin billie. 

Your flatterin 9train. 



Bat 
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But Fsc believe ye kindly meant it, 
I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelens sklented 

On my poor Musie ; 
Tho* iQ sic phraisih terms yeVe penn'd it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 

My lenses wad be in a creel. 
Should I but dare a hope to speel, 
Wi' ji/Jen, or wi' Gilbertjield, 

* ' The braes o' fame ; 

Or Ferguson^ the writer-chiely '^ 

A deathless name. 



(O Ferguson! thy glorious parts 
111 suited law*« dry, imiSty arts ! ' ' 

My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 

Ye Enbrugh Gtentry ! 
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes *^ 

Wad stow'd his pantry !) 



Yet when a tale comes i* my head. 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed. 
As whiles they're like to be my deed, 

(O sad disease I) 
I kittle up my rustic reed; 

It gies me ease. 



Auld 



.( aso ) 

Auld lOoila now m^y fidge fa* fiun. 
She's gotten Poet^ o' hf!r ain, 
Chiels wha tbdr f^hanters^ winna hain>, 

:, . ; . But tune their lays. 
Till fe*hoe8 a' Desound again: 

. . IJerrweel-sung praise. 

Nae poet thpught; her worth his ^whil^'' 
To set her name in measi;ir'd atil^j, f ; • . 
She lay like some unken'd-of isk , ' ^ . 

B^idc New- Holland, 
Or whare wild-mpet^ngi oceans boil 

; Besquth Magellan. 

Ramsay ^Vfamqus Mergusfmr : . . • 

Gied Forth aix' T^ alift ajjoon; \ i . 
Yarrow ^ Twe^y to mpnie a tum^ 

J » • » Owie Scotland rings^ 

WhilQ Ir%Mmy. laigaryAjir, an' Dqq^^ 

; . !,' ; Nae. body sings. 



Th* lUksds, Tiber y Thamsty an* Snm^ 
Glide sweet in m^ie a t^uieftf line! 
But, WMU, set^your fit to mine. 

An' fcock your cresf. 
We'll gar our streaiiis an' bumie's $hin6 

Up wi' the best. 






. -■'' We'll 
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Well j^ing aiild Coila's plains ah* fells, . 
Her moors mdrbrown wi' heather bellsL 
Her banks m' braes, her, dens an' dells, 

. . [ . .Where glorious Wallace. 
Aft bure thc,gr9C as $tx)ry tells, . ., , ^ 

, , Frw southron billies. 



At fFal^cf nafne what Scottish bloo^ 
But b0ik up in, a spripg-tide flood ! 
Oft have oiur fearless fathers strode 

By Wallace side. 
Still pressiag onward, red^-wat shod, 

Qr glorious dy*d. 



O sweet are Coilas haughs an' woods^ 
When lintwl^ites cha,nt amang the buds^ 
And jinkin hares, m amorous whids^ 

Their loves enjoy. 
While thro' the braes the. cushat croods 

. With wailfu' cry ! 



ipv'n winter bleak bias charms to me 
When winds rave thro' the naked trpe ; 
Or firsts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding drifts wild-ftirious flee, 

Dark'ning the day ! 



O 
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O Nature ! a* tKy shews an' forms ' 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms ! 
Whether the sumiher kindly warms, 

WiMife an' light. 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night f 



____ • * 

The muse, hae poet ever fimd her, *'- 

•Till by himsel he learn'd to wander, 

Adown some trotting bum's meander. 

An! no think lang ; 
O sweet, to stray an' pensiV'e ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

The warly raoe may drudge an' driven * 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch an' strive; ' 
Let me fair Natures face descrive, 

And I, wi' pleasure. 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive 

Biini owre their treasure. 



Fareweel, * my rhyme-composing brither !' 
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ither : 
Now let us lay our heads thegither. 

In love fraternal : 
May Etivy wallop in a tether. 

Black fiend, infernal ! 

While 



(, 2^3 ) 

While highlandmen hate tolli; an* taxes ; 
While moorlan' herds like guid fat braxies f 
While tena firma, on her axis. 

. Diurnal turns. 
Count oA a friend^ in faith an* practice;. 

In Robert Bums. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



My memory's no worth a preen ; 
I had amaist forgotten clean^ 
Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this new-Ught^y 
'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to fight. 



In 



* S«e note, p. 67, 
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In days when mankind were but callans 
ki grammar^ logic ^ an* sic talents. 
They took nae pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to gie. 
But spak their thoughts in plain, braid lallans^ 

Like you or me. 



In thae auld times, they thought the tnoom^ 
Just like a sark, or pair o* shoon. 
Wore by degrees, 'till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing. 
An' shelly after she was done. 

They gat a new one. 



This past for certain, undisputed ; 
It ne'er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 
'Till chiels gat up an' wad confute it. 

An' ca'd it wrang ; 
An' muckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud an' lang.. 

Some berdsy wecl leamM upo' the beuk^ 
Wad threap auld folk the thing, misteuk ; 
For 'twas the mild moon turn'd a neuk. 

An' out o' sight. 
An' backlins-comin, to the leuk. 

She grew mair bright. 

This 
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Thift was deny'd, it was affirm'd ; 
The Asrds an' hisse/s were alann'd : 
The rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an* stcwro'd. 

That beardless laddies 
Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddiei. 



FraeJesfr to mair it gaed to sticks ; 
Frae words an' aiths to clours an* nicks ; 
An* manie a fallow gat his licks^ 

Wi' hearty crunt ; , 
An* some^ to learn them for their tricks^ 

Were hang*d an* brunt. 

• 
This game was play*d in monie lands, 

An^ atddUght caddies bure sic hands^ 

That fftith, the youngsters took the sands 

Wi* nimble shanks, 
*Till lairds forbade, by strict eommand^k 

Sic bluidy pranks. 



But nevD^Rght herds gat sic a cowcy 
Folk thought them ruin*d stick-an-stowc, 
Till now amaist on ev*ry knowe, 

Ye*Il find ane plac*d ^ 
An* some, thda: new4ight fair avow. 

Just quite bare&c*d. 

Nae 
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Nae doubt the auld-Rgh jfoch are bleafin; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an* sweating 
Mysel, IVe even seen them grectin 

Wi' gimin spite^ 
To hear the moo^ sae sadly He'd on 

By wcM-d an' write. 



But shortly they will cowe the louns ! 
Some auld'light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind't, in things they ca' hallooni. 

To tak a flight. 
An stay ae month amang the mootis 

An' see them right. 

Guid observation they will gie them ; 
An' when the auld rnoon^ gaun to lea'e theni^ 
The hindmost shaird, they'll fetch it wi' them^ 

Just i' their pouch. 
An' when the new4ight billies see them, 

I think they'll crouch I 

Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 
Is nae^ing but a ^ moonshine matter ;' 
But tho' dull prose-folk latin splatter 

, . * In logic tulzie,^ 

I hope, we bardies ken some better . 

Than mind sic brulzie. 

EPISTLE. 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



.J. R ***** * 



» J 



IWCLOSING SOME PoiuB. 



O ROUGH, rude, ready-witted R******, 
The wale o' cocks for fun and drinkin ! 
There's monie godly folks are thinkin. 

Your dreams^ an' tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin^ 

Straught to auld Nick's. 
TOL. III. S Ye 



-mu^ 



* A certain humotous dream of his was then 
making a -noise in th« country •^side. 



n 
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Ye hae sae monie cracks an* cants^ 
And in your wicked^ drucken rants^ 
Ye inak a devil o* the saunts^ 

' An' fill them fou ; 
And then their failings, flaws, an* wants^ 

Are a* seen thro*. 



Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it ! 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Spare*t for their sakes wha aften wear it. 

The lads in black ; 
But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives*t aiF their back. 



Think, wicked sinner, wha ye*re skaithing^ 
Its just the blue-gown badge an* claithing 
O* saunts ; tak that, ye lea*e them naithing 

To ken them by, 
Frac ony unregenerate heathen 

Like you or I. 



I've sent you here some rhyming ware, 
A* that I bargain*d for an* mair ; 

Sac, 



( 259 ) 

Sae^ when ye hae an hour to spare^ 

I will expect, 

Yon sang^^ ye*Il sen't wi' cannie carc^ 

And no neglect. 



Tho* faith, sma* heart hae I to sing ! 
My muse dow scarcely spread her wing ! 
Fve play*d mysel a bonnie spring. 

An* danc'd my fill ! 
I'd better gaen an* sair*d the king, 

At Bunker's Hill 



*Twas ae night lately in my fun, 
I gaed a roving wi' the gun. 
An' brought a patrick to the grun, 

A bonnie hen. 
And, as the twilight was begun. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

Sa The 



■•Mt*^' 



* A song he had pfomised the author. 
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The pocw >vee thing was litde hurt ; 
I straikit it a wee for sport, 
Ne'er thinkin they wad fash me for*t 5 

But, deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 

The hale affair. 



Some auld usM hands had taen a note. 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

I scorn'd to lie ; 
So gat the whissle o' my groat. 

An' pay't the fee. 

But, by my gun, o' guns the wale. 
An' by my pouther an' my hail. 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' swear ! 
The game shall pay o'er moor an' dale. 

For this, niest year. 

As soon*s the clockin-time is by. 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry, 
L— d, I'se hae sportin by an' by. 

For my gowd guinea : 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kyc 

For't, in Virginia. 

Trowthi, 



( afil ) 

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame ! 
*Twas neither broken wing nor limb. 
But twa-three draps about the wame 

Scarce thro* the feathers ; 
An* baith a yellow George to claim. 

An* thole their blethers ! 



It pits me ay as mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 
But pennyworths again is fair. 

When times expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 



JOHN 



k 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN*> 



BALLAD 



I. 



There was three kings into the cast. 
Three kings both great and high. 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 



n. 



* This is partly composed on the jdan of an old 
fong known by the same name* 



( 26s ) 



II. 



They toofe^a plough and ploughed him dowB^ 

Put clods upon his head^ 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

III. 

But the chearful spring came kindly on, 

And show'rs began to fall ; 
John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surprised them all. 



IV. 



The sultry suns of summer came. 
And he grew thick and strong. 

His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears, 
That no one should him wrong. 



V. 



The sober autumn enter*d mild. 
When he grew wan and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Show'd he began to fail. 



n. 
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VI; 



His colour sicken'd more and mot% 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To shew their (deadly rage, 

VII. 

They've taen a weapon, long and sharps 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then ty'd him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

VIIL 

They laid him down ^wpon his back. 
And cudgeird him full sore ; 

They hung him up before the storm^ 
And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 

IX. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

With water to thje.brim, 
They heaved in John Barjeycora, 

There let him sink or swim. 



« 



<; 



hV 



( ^^ ) 



X, 



They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe, 
And still, as signs of life appear*d^ 

They toss*d him to and fro. 

xr. 

They wasted, o'er a scorching flame. 

The marrow of his bones ; 
But a miller us'd him worst of all. 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

XII. 

And they hae taen his very heart's bloody 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank. 
Their joy did more abound. 

XIII. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise. 



XIV. 



• 
■"•"■V 
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XIV. 

•Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy : 
•Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho* the tear were in her eye. 

XV. 

Then let us toast John Barleyconij 

' Each man a glass in hand ; 
And may his great posterity 
Ne'er fail in old Scotland ! 



( a«7 ) 



FRAGMENT. 



Tune, ^GiLLiCRANKix.' 



L 



When GuUford good our pilot stood^ 

An* did our hellim thraw^ man. 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea. 

Within jimerica, man : 

Then 



< a(J8 ) 

Then up they gat the maskin-pat. 
And in the sea did jaw, man ; 

An' did nae less, in full congress. 
Than quite refuse our law, man, 



IL 



Then thro* the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he was na slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrles burn he took a turn. 

And Carhton did ca', man : 
But yet, what-reck, he, at ^ehec^ 

Montgomery-like did fa' man, 
Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en'mies a', man. 



III. 

$ 

m 

Poor Tammy Gage within a cage 

Was kept at Boston ha\ man ; 
*Till tVillie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphia^ man : 
Wi' sword an! gun he thought a sin 

Guid christian blood to draw, man ; 
But at New-- York^ wi' knife an' fork. 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 



IV. 
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' IV. :■■•■■' 

• * 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an* whipj^ 

*Till Eraser brave did fa*^ man ; 
Then lost his way, ac misty day. 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Comwallis fought as lang's he dought. 

An* did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clintons glaive frae rust to save 

He hung it to the wa', tnan. 



V, 



Then Montague^ an' Guilford too^ 

Began, to fear a fa,, man ; 
And Sackvilh doure, wha stood the stoure^ 

The Grerman chief to thraw, man : 
For Paddy Burie, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a* man ; 
An* Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An* lows*d hi$ tinkler jaw, man. 



.\ 



VI. 



Then Rockingham took up the game ; 

Till death did on him ca', man ; 
When Shelburne meek held up his cheek. 

Conform to gospel law, man :' 

Saint 



( Vo ) 

'Saint Stephen's boys, wi* jaring noise. 
They did his measures thraw, man. 

For Nor^b an' Fox united stocks, 
An' bore him to the wa', man. 



VIL 

Then clubs an' hearts were Cbarliis carte% 

He swept the stakes awa', man, 
'Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race 

Led him a ssar faux ^as, man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads. 

On Cbatbam^ hoy did ca', man ; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe an* blew, 

^ Up, Willie, waur them a', man I' 



VIIL 

Behind the throne then Grenrvilki'% gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While slee Dundas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa*, man : 
An' Chatbam^ wraith, in heavenly graith, 

(Inspired bardies saw, man) 
Wi' kindling eyes cry'd, ^ Willie^ rise ! 

^ Would I hae fear'd them a', man !' 



IX. 
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IX. 

Btttf word aa* blow. Norths Fox and Co, 

GowfPd Willie like a ba', man. 
Till Sutbron raise, and coost their claisc 

Behind him in a raw, man ; 
An' Caledon threw by the drone. 

An* did her whittle draw, man : 
An* swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt an' blood 

To mak it guid in law, man. 



* 



SONG 



( ^7a ) 



SONG. 



Tune, ^CoRic RIGS are Bonnie/ 



L 



It was upon a Lammas nighty. 

When com rigs are bonnie^ 
Beneath the moon*s unclouded lights 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi* tentless heed^ 

'Till 'tween the late and early ; 
Wi' sma* persuasion she agreed^ 

To see me thro' the barley* 



IL 
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ii: 



The sky was blue, the wind was still. 

The moon was shining clearly ; 
i set her down, wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barley : 
I ken*t her heart was a* my ain ; 

I lov'd her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs 6' barley. 

in. 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarely : 
My blessings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly ! 
She ay shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

IV. 

I hae been biythe wi* comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drinkin ; 
I hae been joyfu' gathVin gear ; 

I hae been happy thinking : 
OL. III. T But 
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But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 
Tho' three times doublM fairly, 

That happy night was worth them a', 
Amang the rigs o' barley* 



CHORUS. 



Corn rigSj ati barky rigSj 
An corn rigs are honpie : 

r II neer forget that hafp nigbt^ 
Amang the rigs wi* Annie. 



1 



SONG. 
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SONG, 



COlitPOSSD IN AUGUST. 



Tune, ' I HAD A HORdE) t HAD KAK MAIsi' 



I. 



Now westlin winds^ and slaught'ring guns 
Bring autumn's pleasant weather ; 

The moofcock springs, on whirring wings. 
A.n)ang the blooming heather : 

T 2 Now 
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Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain^ 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night, 

To muse upon my charmer. 



11. 



The partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 

The plover loves the mountains ; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

The soaring hem the fountains : 
Thro' lofty groves the cushat roves 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hazel bush overhangs the thrushy 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 



III. 



Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaunt, aw^y ! the cruel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion; 
The sportsman*s joy, the murd'ring cry, 

The fiutt'ring, gory pinion ! 

IT. 
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IV. 



But feggy dear, the ev'ning's clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view. 

All fading-green and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way. 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn. 

And ev'ry happy creature. 



V. 



We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

'Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest. 

Swear how I Ipve thee dearly : 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs. 

Not autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be as thou to me. 

My fair, my lovely charmer ! 



SONG. 
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SONG. 



Tune, *MtNanib, O.* 



I. 



Behind yon hUls where Stinchar flow:^ 
'Mang moors an' mosses many, O, 

The wintry sun the day has clos'd. 
And ni awa to Nanie, O. 

The 






( V9 ) 



II. 



The westlin wind blaws loud an* shill ; 

The night's baith mirk and rainy, O ; 
But 1*11 get my plaid an* out Til steal, 

An' owre the hills to Nanie, O. 



m. 



My Nanie's charming, sweet an* young 
Nae artfu* wiles to win ye, O : 

May ill befa' the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nanie, O, 



IV. 



Her face is fair, her heart is true. 
As spotless as $he's bonnie, O ; 

The opening go wan, wet wi' dew 
Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 
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yi. 

A country lad is my degree. 
An' few there be that ken me, O ,; 

But what care I how few they be, 
Fm welcome ay to Nanie, O, 



VI. 

My riches a's my penny-fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O ; 

But wart's gear ne'er troubles me. 
My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O. 



VII. 

Our auld Guidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

But I'm as blythe that bauds his pleugh. 
An' has nae care but Nanie, O. 



VIII. 



( Ml ) 



VIII. 

Come weel come woe, I care na by, 
ni tak what Heav'n will sen' me, O ; 

^ae ither care in life have I, 
But live, an' love my Nanie, O. 



GREEN 



( 382 ) 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 



A FRAGMENT. 



CHORUS. 

Green grcfw the rashes ^ ; 

Green grow the rashes^ O ; 
The sweetest hours that e*er 1 spent. 

Are spefit among the lasses ^ O. 

L 

THERE'S nought but care on ev*ry han* 

In ev'ry hour that passes^ O : 
What signifies the life o' man. 

An' 'twere na for the lasses, O. 

Green grow ^ &c. 

n. 



i 
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11. 

The warly race may riches chacc. 
An' riches still may fly them, O ; 

An' tho' at last they qatch them fest, 
Their hearts can ne'er eqjoy them, O. 

Green grow, &c. 



III. 



But gie me a canny hour at e'en. 

My arms about my dearie, O ; 

An*^ warly cares, an' warly men. 

May a' gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, &c. 



IV. 



For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 

Ye're nought but senseless asses, O : 
The wisest man the warl' e'er saw, 
' He dearly lov'd the lasses, O. 

Green grow y &c. 



V. 
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V. 

Auld nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her prentice han' she try'd on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, O. 

Gr^engroWy &«. 



:^ « * # « * * 



SONG. 
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SONG, 



TuMy ^ Jockby'8 grby sresks/ 



I. 



Again rejoicing nature sees 

Her robe assume its vernal hues. 
Her leafy locks wave in the breeze 

All freshly steepM in morning dews. 

CHORUS. 



( 286 ) 
CHORUS*. 

j^W maun I still on Menie\ doafy 
And hear the scorn thafs in her ee ! 

For it's jet, jet black, an it*s like a bawk^ 
AtJL it winna let a body be ! 



IL 



In vain to me the cowslips blaw. 

In vain to me the vi'lets spring ; 
In vain to me, in glen or sbaw. 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

And maun 1 still, &e. 



III. 



The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks, 
But life to me's a weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. 

And ?naun I still, &c. 

IV. 



* This chorus is part of a song composed by a 
gentleman in Edinburgh, a particular friend of 
the author's. 

t Menu \% the .c(HxmM>n abbreviation of Muri- 
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IV. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, 

The stately swan majestic swims. 
And every thing is blest but I. 

And maun I still, &e. 

V. 

The sheep-herd steeks his faulding slap. 
And owre the moorlands whistles shill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring step 
I m^^ him on the dewy hill. 

And maun 1 sHUy in. 



VL 



And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
BIythe waukens by the daisy's side. 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

And maun I still, &c. 

VII. 

Come Winter, with thine angry howl, 
And raging bend the naked tree ; 

Thy gloom will soothe my chearless soul. 
When nature all is sad like me ! 

QUOJBiVS. 
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CHORUS. 



jind maun I sHU on Menie doaty 
And hear the scorn that's in her ee ! 

For ii*s jet, jet black, an it's lih a hawk, 
ArC it wimia let a body be. 



SONG. 



* We cannot presume to alter any of the poems of 
out bardj and more especially those printed under his 
own direction ; yet it is to be regretted that this chorus, 
which is not of his own composition, should be attached 
to these fine stanzas, as it perpetually interrupts the 
train of sentiment which they excite. 

E. 
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SONG. 



Tufie, 'RosLiK Castlb/ 



L 



The gloomy night (s gathMng fast. 

Loud roars the wild inconstant blast. 

Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I see it driving o'er the plain ; 

The hunter now has left the moor. 

The scattered coveys meet secure. 

While here I wander, prest with care. 

Along the lonely banks of jiyr. 

v>Ol. III. U 11, 
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II. 

The autumn mourns her rip'ning corn 
By early winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, azure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 



III. 



'Tis not the surging billow's roar, 
'Tis not that fatal deadly shore ; 
Tho' death in ev'ry shape appear. 
The wretched have no more to fear : 
But round my heart the ties are bound. 
That heart transpierced with many a wound ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr, 



IV. 



Farewell old Coital hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The scenes where wretched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves ! I 

Farewell, 



( m ) 

Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my lore with those— 
The bursting tears my heart declare. 
Farewell the bonnie banks of j4yr. 



V 1 SONG. 
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SONG. 



TunCf ^Gilderot/ 



I. 



From thee, EUzay I must go, 

And from my native shore ; 
The cruel fates between us throw 

A boundless ocean's roar : 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide. 

Between my love and me. 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and soul from thee ; 



IL 

J 



i 
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II. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dedr, 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by. 
That throb, EUza, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh ! 



THE 
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THE 



MREW^LL, 



TO THE 



BRETHREN OF ST. JAMES'S LODGE, 



TARBOLTON. 



Tutu, * Goodnight and jot be wi' too a'.' 



I. 



Adieu I a heart-warm, fond adieu ! 

Dear brothers of the niystic tye ! 
Ye &vour*d, ye enlightetid few, 

CcMnpanions of my social joy ! 



Tho* 



i 
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Tho* I to foreign lands must hie. 
Pursuing Fortune's sliddVy ba', 

With melting heart, and brimful eye, 
rU mind you still, tho' far awa\ 



11. 



Oft have I met ydur aocial band. 

And spent the chearful, festive night; 
Oft, honour'd with supreme command. 

Presided o'er the sons of light : 
And by that hieroglyphic bright. 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw ! 
Strong memVy on my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when far awa' \ 



III. 



May freedom, harmony, and love. 

Unite you in the grand design^ 
Beneath th* omniscient eye above. 

The glorious architect divine ! 
That you may keep th' unerring line^ 

Still rising by the plummeis law. 
Till order bright completely shine. 

Shall be my prayV when far awa'. 



IV. 



1 
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IV. 

And you farewell ! whose merits claim. 

Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 
Heav'n bless your honor'd, noble name^ 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A last request permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a*. 
One roundy I ask it with a teary 

To him, the Bard thafs far awa\ 



SONG 
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SONG. 



TunCf ^ Prbparb^ mt dbar brethren^ to thb 



' TAVERN LET*S PLY.* 



I. 



No churchman am I for to rail and to write, 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight^ 
No sly man of business contriving a snare. 
For a big-belly*d bottle's the whole of my care. 

II. 
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II. 

The peer I don't envy, I give him his bow; 

I scorn not the peasant, tho' ever so low ; 

But a club of good fellows, like those that are here, 

And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 



III. 



Here passes the squire on his brother-^-his horse ; 
There centum per centum, the ck with his purse ;: 
But see you crown the how it waves in the air. 
There a big-belly'd bottle still eas6s my care. 



IV. 



The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly ; 
I found that old Solomon proved it fair. 
That a big-belly'd bottle's a cure for all care. 



V. 



I once was persuaded a venture to make ; 
A letter inform'd me that all was to wreck ; 
But the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs. 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares* 

VI. 



( ^9 ) 
VL 

• Life's cares they are comforts*' — a maxim laid down 
By the bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the black gown ; 
And faith I agree with th' old prig to a hair ; 
For a big-belly'd bottle's a heav'n of care. 



A Stanza added in a Mason Lodge. 



Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow. 
And honors masonic prepare for to throw ; 
May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have a big-belly'd bottle when harrass'd with care. 



WRITTEN 



* Young's Night Thoughts. 



( 800 ) 



WRITTEN 



IN 



FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE, 



ON NITH-SIDE. 



i 



XhOU whom chance may hither lead. 
Be thou clad in russet weed. 
Be thou deckt in silken stole. 
Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most. 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost ; 
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour. 
Fear not clouds will always lour. 



As 



i 
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As youth and love with sprightly dance^ 
Beneath thy morning star advance. 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair ; 
Let prudence bless enjoyment's cup. 
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 



As thy day grows warm and high. 
Life's meridian flaming nigh, 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step, elate. 
Evils lurk in felon wait : 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold. 
Soar around each cliffy hold. 
While chearful peace, with linnet song, 
Chants the lowly dells among. 



As the shades of ev'ning close, 
Beck'ning thee to long repose ; 
As life itself becomes disease. 
Seek the chimney-nook of ease. 
There ruminate with sober thought. 
On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the sportive younkers round. 
Saws of experience, sage and sound. 

Say, 
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Say, man's true, genuine estimate^ 
The grand criterion of his fate. 
Is not, art thou high or low ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Did many talents gild thy span ? 
Or frugal nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and press it on their mind. 
As thou thyself must shortly find. 
The smile or frown of awful Heav'n, 
To virtue or to vice is giv'n. 
Say, to be just, and kind, and wise. 
There solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolish, selfish, faithless ways. 
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resigned and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; , 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake. 
Night, where dawn shall never break, 
'Till future life, fiiture no more. 
To light and joy the good restore. 
To light and joy unknown before. 

Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide ! 
Quod the beadsman of Nith-side. 



ODE. 



i 
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ODE, 



SACRED TO THE MEMORY 



OF 



MeS. OF 



Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation mark ! 
Who in widow weeds appears. 
Laden with unhonoured years. 
Noosing with care a bursting purse, 
Baited with many a deadly curse ? 

STEOPHS. 
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STROPHE. 

View the witherM beldam's face — 
Can thy keen inspection trace 
Aught of humanity's sweet melting grace i 
Note that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows. 
Pity's flood there never rose. 
See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save, 
Hands that took— but never gave. 
Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 
Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest 
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends), 
Seest thou whose step, unwilling hither bends f 
No fallen angel, hurl'd from upper skies ; 
'Tis thy trusty quondam matey 
Doom'd to share thy fiery fate. 
She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 

BPODB. 

And are they of no more avail. 
Ten thousand glitt'ring pounds a-year ? 
In other worlds can Mammon fail. 
Omnipotent as he is here ? 

o, 
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O, bittei* mockVy of the pompous hier^ 
While down the wretched viial part is driv'n I 
iTie cave-lodg*d beggar, with a conscience clear 
Bxpires in rags^ unknown^ and goes to Heav*n. 



VOL. in. % ELEGY 



L 



\ 



\ 



( 306 ) 



ELEGY 



ox 



Capt. MATTHEW HENDERSON, 



A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS 
HONOURS IMMEDIATELY PROM ALMIGHTY GOD ! 



But now bis radiant course is rufty 
For Matthew* s course was bright ; 

His soul was like the glorious sun, 
A matchless Heavenly Light ! 



O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie. 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 

Wi' thy auld sides ! 



He's 



\ 
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He's gane, he's gane ! he's fi*ae tis tc^^ 
The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mourn 

By wood and wildj 
Where^ haply, pity strays ibrlom, 

Frae man exil'd^ 



Y^ hiilsj tieaf neebors o* the starns. 
That proudly cock your cresting <iaims ! 
Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing yeattis^ 

Where echo slumbers 1 
Come join, ye Nature*s sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers ! 



Moum^ ilka gtove the cushat kens ! 
Ye hazly shaws and briery dens ! 
Ye bumies, wimplin down your glens> 

Wi' toddlin din, 
Or foaming, Strang, wi* hasty stens, 

Frae Hn to lin. 



Mourn little harebells o'et the leei 
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 

In scented bow'rs ; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o' flow'rs. 

X 2 At 
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At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at his head. 
At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shecj, 

r th* rustling gale. 
Ye miukins whiddin thro' the glade. 

Come join my wail. 



Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye grouss that crap the heather bud; 
Ye curlews calling thro' a clud ; 

Ye whistling plover ; 

And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood ; 

He's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals j 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck aiid drake, wi' airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 

Ye bitterns, 'till the quacmire reels, 

Rair for his sake. 



Moum^ clam'ring craiks at close o' day, 
*Mang fields o' flow'ring clover gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 

Tell thae far waiids, wha lies in clay. 

Wham we deplore. 



Ye 
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Ye houlets^ frae your ivy bowV, 
In some auld tree, or eldritch towV, 
What time the moon^ wi' silent glowr. 

Sets up her hom^ 
Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour 

*Till waukrife mom ! 



O, rivers^ forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains : 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe ; 
And frae my een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 



Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year ! 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear : 
Thou, simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flowVy tresses shear. 

For him that's dead ! 



Thou, autumn, wi* thy yellow hair. 
Is grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, winter, hurling thro* the air 

The roaring blast. 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth weVe lost ! 

Mourn 
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Mourn him thou isun, great source of light ! 
Mourn, empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling stamies bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbs he's taen his flight. 

Ne'er to return. 



O, Henderson ! the man ! the brother ! 

And art thou gone, and gone for ever ! 

And hast thou crost that unknown river. 

Life's dreary bound ! 
Like thee, where shall I find another. 

The world around ! 



Gro to your sculptur'd tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
But by thy honest turf I'll wait. 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



THE 



r 
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THE EPITAPH. 



Stopy passenger ! my story's brief. 
And truth I shall relate man ; 

I tell nae common tale o' grief. 
For Matthew was a great man. 



If thou uncommon merit hast. 

Yet spum'd at fortune's door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast. 
For Matthew was a poor man. 



If thou a noble sodger art. 

That passest by this grave, man. 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew was a brave man. 



If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 



If 
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If thou at friendship's sacred ca* 
Wad life itself resign, man ; 

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa*, 
For Matthew was a kind man ! 



If thou art stapnch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man i 

This was a kinsman o* thy ain. 
For Matthew was a true man* 



If thou hast wit, and fun and fire, 
And ne*er gude wine did fear, man ; 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire. 
For Matthew was a queer man. 



If ony whiggish whingin sot. 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; 
May dool and sorrow be his lot. 

For Matthew was a rare man. 



LAMENT 
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LAMENT 



OF 



MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 



ON THE 



APPROACH OF SPRING. 



'*!■ ■■'— ^^^^^^B^MW^wa^^M ■' III I'T 



Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree. 
And spreads her sheets o* daisies white 

Out o*er the grassy lea : 

Now 
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Now Phoebus chears the chiystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lavVocks wake the meny mom. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bowV, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis mild wi' many a note. 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi* care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang . 
But I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 

I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fu' lightly rase I in the mom. 

As blythe lay down at e'en : 



ABd 



i 
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And Fm the sov'reign of Scotland, 
And mony a traitor there ; 

Yet here I lie in foreign bands^ 
And never ending care. 



But as for thee, thou false woman. 

My sister and my fae. 
Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword 

That thro' thy soul shall gae : 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine : 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign, 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend. 

Remember him^for me ! 



O ! soon, to me, may summer-suns 
Nae mair light up the mom ! 

Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 
Wave o'er the yellow com ! 



And 
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And in the narrow house o* death 
Let winter round me rave ; / 

And the next flow'rs, that deck the spring. 
Bloom on my peaceful grave. 



**y'Mw 



TO 

r 
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** 
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TO 



HOBERT GRAHAM, Esq. 



OF 



I. 



FINTRA. 



Lf ATE cripplM of an ann^ and now a leg. 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg ; 
Dull, listless^ teas'd, dejected, and deprest, 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest ;) 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale,) 
And hear him curse the light he first surveyed, 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade^ 

Thou, 
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Thou, Nature, partial Nature^ I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 
The lion and the bull thy care have found. 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground : 
Thou giv*st the ass his hide, the snail his shell, 
Th' envenom'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell, — 
Thy minions, kings defend, controul, devour. 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power, — 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toads with their poison> doctors with their drug, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are snug. » 
Ev'n silly woman has her warlike arts. 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

But Oh ! thou bitter step-mother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard ! 
A thing unteachable in world*s skill. 
And half an ideot too, more helpless still. 
No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn, 
And those, alas i^-iiot Amalthea*s horn : 
No nerves olfact'ry, Mammon^s trusty cur, 
Clad in rich dulness* comfortable^ for; 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride, 
He bears th' uribroken blast from ev'ry side : 
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the heart. 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

Critics 



J 
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Critics — appidrd, I venture on the name^ 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of fomc 
Bloody dissectors^ worse than ten Monroes ; 
He hacks to teach^ they mangle to expose. 



His heart by causeless wanton nialice wrung^ 
By blockhead^s daring into madness stung ; 
His well-won bays, than life itself more dear^ 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig must wear : 
FoilM, bleeding, tortur'd, in th^ unequal strife^ 
The hapless poet flounders on thro' life. 
Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir'd. 
And fled each muse that glorious once inspired. 
Low sunk in squalid^ unprotected age. 
Dead, even, resentment,, for his injured page, 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic's rage ! 



So, by some hedge, the generous steed deceased. 
For half-starvM snarling curs a dainty feast ; 
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone^ 
Lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 

O dulness ! portion of the truly blest ! 
Calm sheltered haven of eternal rest ! 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beam^. 

If 
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If mantling high she fills the golderk c^f^i 
With sober selfish ease they sip it up : 
C!onscious the bounteous meed they well des^^/ 
They only wonder ^ some folkV do riot starve. 
The grave sage hem thus easy picks his frog. 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hq)e> 
And thro* disastrous night they darkling grope. 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they. bear. 
And just conclude that *^ fools are fortune's care,'* 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, . 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 



Not so the idle muses* mad-dap train. 
Not such the workings of their moon-^truck brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell, f 

By turns in soaring heav'n, or vaulted h^. 



I dread thee, fate, relentless and severe. 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear ! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, . 
Gkncairn, the truly noble, lies in dust ; * 
(Fled, like the sun edips'd as nooii appears^ 
And left us darkliog in a world of tears :) 
O ! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ! 
Fintra, my other stay, long bless ajpd;i^re I 



Thro* 
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Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down ! 
May bliss doinestic smooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life ; and soothe his latest breath 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death 
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LAMENT 



FOR 



JAMES, EARL OF GLEN CAIRN. 



The wind blew hollow frae the hills^ 

By fits the sun^s departing beam 
LookM on the fading yellow woods 

That wav*d o*er Lugar^s winding stream c 
Beneath a craigy steep^ a bard. 

Laden with years and meikle pain. 
In loud lament bewail'd his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely ta'en. 

He 



( 323 ) 

He lean*d hiiii to an ancient aik^ 

Whose trunk Was mould'ring dowri with years j 
His locks were bleached white with time. 

His hoaty cheek was wet wi* tears ; 
And as he toucb'd his trembling harp^ 

And as he tun*d his doleful sang. 
The winds, lamenting thro' their caves^ 

To echo \)ore thp notes alang, 

^ Ye scattered birds that faintly sing, 
^^ The reliques of the vetoal quire ! 
^ Ye woods that shed on a* the winds 

" The honoura of the aged year ! 
** A few short months, and glad and gay, 
Again ye^U charm the ear and e*e ; . 
But nocht in all revolving time 
Can gladness bring again to me. 






** I am a bending aged tree> 

" That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
** But now has come a druel blast, 

*^ And my last hald of earth is gane : 
" Nae leaf o' mine shall ^reet the spring, 

*^ Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
** But I maun lie before the storm, 

" And ithers plant them in my room. 



Cf 



I've seen sae mony change^^ years, 
*' On earth I am a stranger grown t 

Y2 '^l 
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^* I wander in the ways of men, 
*^ Alike unknowing and unknown : 

^^ Unheard, unpitied, unrelievM, 
" I bear alane my lade o* care, 

*^ For silent, low, on beds of dust, 
" Lie a' that would my sorrows share: 






And last, (the sum of a' my griefs !) 
My noble master lies in clay ; 

" The flowV amang our barons bold, 

" His country's pride, his country's stay : 

" In weary being now I pine, • ' 

" For a* the life of life is dead. 
And hope has left my aged ken, 
" On forward wing for ever fled. 



u 









Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 
The voice of woe and wild despair ! 
** Awake, resound thy latest lay. 
Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only frien^, 
" That fiUest an untimely tomb, 
^' Accept this tribute from the bard 

" Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom. 

*^ In poverty's low barren vale. 

Thick mists, obscure, involv'd me round ; 
Though oft I turn'd the wistful eye, 
•* Nae ray of fame was to be found : 

'' Thou 
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" Thou found'st me, like the morning sun 
" That melts the fogs in limpid air, 

^^ The friendless bard and rustic song, 
" Became alike thy fostering care. 






O ! why has worth so short a date ? 
While villains ripen grey with time ! 
^^ Must thou, the noble, genVous, great, 

*^ Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
'f Why did I live to see that day ? 

" A day to me so full of woe ? 
'^ O ! had I met the mortal shaft 

" Which laid my benefactor low ! 

^* The bridegroom may forget the bride, 

^^ Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 
'* The monarch may forget the crown 

^^ That on his head an hour has been ; 
" The mother may forget the child 

" That smiles sac sweetly on her knee ; 
" But FU remember thee, Glencaim, 

" And a' that thou hast done for me !" 



LINES 



( M6 ) 



I.INES 



SENT TO SIR JOHN WHITEPORD^ OF WHITEFORD| BART, 



WITH THE FOREGOING POEM. 



Thou, who thy honour as thy (Jod rever'st, 
Who, save thy mind's reproachy nought earthly fear*st, 
To thee this votive offering I impart. 
The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
The/nV«rfthou valued*st, I, {htpatrotiy lov'd; 
His worth, his honour, all the world approved. 
We'll mourn *till we too go as he has gone. 
And tread the dreary path to that dark world unknown. 

TAM 



( »ay > 



TAM O* SHANTER, 



A TAL£. 



CfBrowMfis and of BogHisfidl is this hike. 

GAWIN JDOU6I.A8. 



When chapman billies leave the street^ 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, . 
As market-days are wearing Iate> 
An** folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we sit bousing at the nappy^ 
An* gettin ibu and unco happy^ 
We think na on the lang Scots miles^ 
The mosses^ waters^ slaps^ and styleS;^ 



That 
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That lie between us and our hame^ 
Whare sits our sulky sullen dame^ 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm. 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand honest Tarn o Shanter^ 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auld Ayr wham ne'er, a town surpasses, 
For honest men and t)onny lasses.) 

O Tarn ! hadst thou but been sae wise, 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kateh advice ! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November itill October, 
Ae market-day thou was nae sober ; 
That ilka melder, wi' the miller. 
Thou sat as lang as. ibo4 had siller ; 
That ev*ry naig was ca'd a shoe on, 
The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 
That at the L — d's house, ev'n on Sunday^ 
Thou drank wi' Kirton Jean 'till Monday. 
She prophesy'd that late pr soon. 
Thou would be found deep drown'd in Dooni 
Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk. 
By Alloway\ auld haunted kirk. 



Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet. 
To think how mony counsels sweet. 



How 
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How mony lengthen'd s^ge advices. 
The husband frae the wife despises ! ' 

But to our tale : Ae market nighty 
Tarn had got planted urico right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi* reaming swats, that drank divinely ; > 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny y 
His ancient,: trusty, drouthy crony ; 
Tarn \o€A him like a vera brither ; 
They had been ; fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave oti wi* sangs an* clatter ; 
And ay the ale was growing better : 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious, 
Wi' favours, secret, sweet, and precious : 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle* 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy. 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy. 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure. 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure : 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glprioift, 
0*er a* the ills o' life victorious \ 

But pleasures are like poppies spread. 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed ; 



Or 
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Or like the snow^-falls in the river, 

A moment white — then melts for ever j 

Or like the borealis race. 

That flit ere you can point their [dace ; 

Or like the rainbow's lovely form 

Evanishing amid the storm. — 

Nae man can tether time or tide ; 

The hour approaches Tarn maun ride ; 

That hohr, o' night's black arch the key*stane^ 

That ^reary hour he mounts his beast in ; 

And sic a night he taks the road in, 

As ne'er poor sinnec was abroad in. 

The wind .blew as 'twad blawn its last ; 
The rattling show'rs rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellowed i 
That night, a child might understand. 
The deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his grey mare, M^j, 
A better never lifted leg, 
Tom skelpit on thro' dub and mire. 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles holding fast his gude blue bonnet ; 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnat; 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares. 
Lest bogles catch him unawares ; 
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Kirk-Allowof was drawing nigh^ 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry — 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoorM ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak*s neck-bane ; 
And thro' the whiiis, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murdered bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungd^ mither hang'd hersel. — 
Before him Doon pours ail his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods ; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll : 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing ; 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. — 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thcni canst make us scorn ! 
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' usquabae we'll face the devil !-^ 
The swats sac ream'd in Tammie^s noddle. 
Fair play, he car'd na ddls a boddle. 
But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd, 
'Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd. 



She 
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She venturM forward pn the light ; 
And, vow ! Tarn saw ao uncp sight ! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France^ 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys^ and reek. 
Put life and mettle in their heels, 
A winnock-bunker in the east. 
There sat auld Nick, in shape o* beast ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large. 
To gie them music was his charge : . 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl^ 
'Till roof and rafters a* did dirK— 
Coffins stood round, like open presses. 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by some devilish cantrip slight. 
Each in its cauld hand held a light. — 
By which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns ; 
A thie^ new-cutted frae a rape, 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape ; 
Five tomahawks, wi' blude red-rusted ; 
Five scymitars, wi' murder crusted ; 
A garter, which a babe had strangled ; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled^ 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft. 
The grey hairs yet stack to the heft ; 



Wi' 
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Wr mair o' horrible and'awfu-, 
Which ev'n to names wad be unlawfu*. 

As Tamnue glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious, . 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : . 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; . . : [ , 
They reel'd, they set, they <irpss'd, they cleekit, 
*Till ilka carlin swat and reekit^ . 
And coost hw duddies to the wark;, 
And linket ,at it in her sark ! 

Now Tanty O Tarn ! had thae been queans 
A* plump and strapping^ in .their teens; ,. ; 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie .flanhen. 
Been snaw-white sevpnt^en hunder linen I 
Thir breeks o' mine,, my only pair, . - 
That ance wqr© plu«h, o'^ gude blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'en .them pff ijiy hurdip3, ^ 
For ae blink o' the bonnip burdies ! :. 



But witherM beldame^ ajuld and drolK 
Rigwoodie hags wad ,9pean ^ foa,!^ 
Lowping an' flinging pn a ^ruimnock, . ^ 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 



Mv . < 



•'1 



< ( 



But Tarn kend what was what fu' brawlic. 

There was ae winsome wench and wawlie. 

That night enlisted in the, core, w ; ' 

(Lang after kend on Carr^ck shore j 

FQ.r 
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For mony a beast to dead she shot. 
And perished mony a bonnie boat. 
And shook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the couiitry-side in fear), 
Her cutty sark, o' Paisley ham. 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho* sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and she was vauntie. — 
Ah ! little kend thy reverend grannie. 
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
Wi' twa pund Scots, (*twas a' her riches), 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 

But here my muse her wing matin cour ; 
Sic flights are far beyond her powV ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jade she was and Strang), 
And how Tant stood, like ane bewitched. 
And thought his very een enriched ; 
Even Satan glowrM, and fidgM fli* fain, 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main : 
'Till first ae caper, syne anither. 
Tarn tint his reason a' thegither. 
And roars out, *' Weel done, Cutty-sark V 
And in an instant all was dark : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion salliedl 

As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, 
When plundering herds assail their byke ; 

As 
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As open pussie*s mortal foes, * 

When^ pop ! she starts htfoec their nose ; 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 
When '^ Catch the thief!" resounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch skreecb and hollow. 

Ah, Tarn ! Ah, Tarn! thoull get thy fairin ! 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! .\ 

Kate soon will be a woefu' woman ! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane* of the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make. 
The fient a tail she bad to shake ! 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 
And flew at Tarn wi* furious ettle ; 
But little wist she Maggie*^ mettle— 

Aa 



* It is a well known fact that witches, or any evil 
spirits, have no power to follow a poor wight any far* 
ther than the middle of the next running streams- 
It may be proper likewise to mendon to the benighted 
traveller, that when he falls in with bogles, whatever 
danger may be in his going forward, there is muck 
moro haaard in turning back. 
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Ae spring brought off her master bale^ 
But left behind her ain grey; tail r ' 
The carlin claught her by the rump, - 
And left poor Maggie «car<!re a stuinfpr; : 



• f 
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Now,, vrha this tale o' tj?uth shall' read, ' . 
Hk man and mother's son, take heed : 
Whene'er to drink jWMl. ar& inclined, . . \ J 
Or cutty-sarks run in ydurmind, , / ' : . 
Think, ye may biiy thejoys o'er dear. 
Remember Tarn o Shanters mare. 
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ON SEBIING 



A WOUNDED HARE 



Limp hy me which a fellow had just shot at. 



Inhuman man \ curse on thy barb'rous art, 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ; 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Gro live, poor wanderer of the wood and field. 

The bitter little that of life remains : 

No more the thix^kening brakes and verdant plains 
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

VOL. III. Z Seek 
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Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest. 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
ril miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn. 

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hapless fatt. 



ADDRESS 



. f 
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ADDRESS 



TO THE SHADE OP THOMPSON, 



ON CROWNING HIS BUST 



At EDNAiyijr Ro:si;BUi(!(^usHiR9« 



WITH BAYS. 



While virgin spring, by Eden's flood, 

Unfolds her tender mantle green. 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood. 

Or tunes Eolian strains between^ 

While smnmer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade. 

Z 2 '^ Whae 
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While autumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head. 
And sees, with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed. 

While maniac winter rages o'er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, . 

Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 

Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows. 

So long, sweet poet of the year. 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won ; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear,' 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 



> . I ■ • ' I 



EPITAPHS. 
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EPITAPHS. 



OH 



A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 



< * 



Here sowtcr **** in death does deep ; 

To h-U, if he's ganc thither, 
Satan, gie him thy gear to keep. 

He'll haud it weel thegither. 
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ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below thir stanes lies Jamie's banes : 

O death, it's my opinion. 
Thou ne'er took such a bleth'rin b-tch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



ON WEE JOHNNY. 



Hie jacet wee Johnnie. 



Whoe'er thou art, O reader know. 
That death has murder'd Johnnie ! 

An' here his body lies fu' low 

For saul he ne'er had ony. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O YE whose cheek the tear of pity stains. 
Draw «ear with pious revVcnce and attend ! 

Here lie the loving hushaod's dear remains, 
The tender father, aad -^be igen'rbus friend. 

The 
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The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear'd no hum^n pride ; 
The friend pf man, to vice alone a foe ; 

" For ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's side*.' 



( • 



FOR R. A. Esa. 



Know thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much honour'd name ! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR G. H. Esa. 

The poor man weeps— here G n sleeps. 

Whom canting wretches blam'd : 

But with such as h, where'er he be. 
May I be sav*d or d d ! 



* Goldsmith. 
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A BARUs EPITAPH. 



IS there a whim-inspired fool, 
Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool. 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 



Is there a bard of rustic song. 
Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling strong. 

Here, heave a sigh. 



Is there a man, whose judgment clear. 
Can others teach the course to steer. 
Yet runs, himself, life's mad career. 

Wild as the wave ; 
Here pause — and, through the starting tear. 

Survey this grave. 

The 
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The poor inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn and wise to know. 
And keenly felt the friendly glow. 

And softer flame y 
But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And stain'd his name ! 



Reader attend — whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole, 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious, self-controulj 

Is wisdom's root. 



OK 



• I 
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ON 



THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE'S 



PEREGRINATIONS THRO* SCOTLAND, 



COLLECTING 



THE ANTiaUlTIES OF THAT KINGDOM. 



Hear, Land o'Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 
A chield's amang you, taking notes, 

And^ faith, he*ll prent it. 



If 
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If in your bounds ye chance to Hgfct 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wi^t, 
O' stature short, but genius bright. 

That's he, mark weel 
And wow ! he has an unco sUght 

O* cauk and keel. 



By some auW, houlct-haunted, biggin,* 
Or kirk deserted by its riggin. 
Its ten to one yell find him snug in 

Some eldritch part, 
Wi* deilS) they «ay, L — tl safe's i coUcaguin 

At some black art. — 



Hk ghaist that hiaunts auld ha' or chamer, 
Ye gipsey-gang that deal in glamor. 
And you deep read in heffs blade grantmar, 

Warfocks and witches ; 
Yc'll quake at his conjuring hammer. 

Ye midnight b es. 



Its 



* Vide his antiquities oT Scotland. 
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Its tauld he was a sodger bred. 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he's quat the spurtle-blade, . 

And dog-skin wallet. 
And ta'en the — Antiquarian trade^ . 

I think they call it. 



He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets : 
Rusty aim caps and jinglin jackets,* 
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont gude ; 
And parritch-patfi^ and auld saut-backets^ 

Before the Flood. 



Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder ; 
Auld Tubalcain's fire-shool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

. O' Balaam's ass ; 
A broom-stick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi* brass. 



Forbye, 



'■'II ■■ I »■ 



* Vide his treatise on ancient armour and weapoas. 
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Forbye, he'll shape you af fu' gleg 
The cut of Adam's philibeg ; 
The knife that nicket Abel's craig 

He'll prove you fully. 
It was a fauldlng jocjeleg, 

Or lang-kail gullie, — 

But wad ye see him in his- glee. 
For meikle glee and fun has he. 
Then set him down, and twa or three 

, ^\ > . , . /, . '^ N .. Gude'ifi^laws^wi' hica^V. . '\ 
And porfy pori.t shin,6 \tbt>u^a\ wee. 

And then ye'U see him ! 

Now, by the pow'rs o' verse and prose ! 
Thou art a dainty chield, O Grose ! — 
Whae'e* o' thee shall ill ^ufjpcse, ' ' i / 1 ' 

'. The[yf«aif 'mlsca:' thfec •■• 
I'd take the raficrf by thcf Aotf€f, ' J 

Wad'Say; Sliaiwi fa'' thee. 
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■' I 



TO 



MISS CRUIKSHAN:g:S, 



A V«RY t<^^»rO I.ADT. 



Writtin on the hlajA leaf of a hoi, presented to 

her by the author. ' : 






• » , / 



Beauteous iw^bud, young and ^, 

Blooming on thy eariy . May, 
Never may*st thou^ lovely flow'r,. 
Chilly shrink in deety show'r ! 
Never Boreas' hoary path, 
Never Eurus' poisonous breath, 
Never baleful stellar lights. 
Taint thee with untimely blights ! 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgm leaf ! 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blushing still with dew ! 

Mayst 
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Mayst thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem ; 
*Till some evening, sober, calm. 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodland rings. 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings ; 
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound. 
Shed thy dying honours round. 
And resign to parent earth 
The loveliest form she e'er gave birth. 



soNa 



t 
I 
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SONG. 



Anna, thy charms my bosom fire. 
And waste my soul with care ; 

But ah ! how bootless to admire^ 
When fated to despair ! 

Yet in thy presence, lovely Fair, 
To hope may be forgiv'n ; 

For sure 'twere impious to despair. 
So much in sight of Heav'n. 



oir 
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ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER, THE DEATH OP 



JOHN M'LEOD, Esq. 



Brother to a young Lady, a particular friend of the 

Autbor^s. 



Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful thy alarms : 
Death tears the brother of her love 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 

The morning rose may blow ; 
But cold successive noontide blasts 
^ May lay its beauties low. 

VOL. III. A a Fair 
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Fair on Isabella's mom 
The sun propitious smil'd ; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil'd. 

> Fate oft tears the bosom chords 

That nature finest strung : 
So Isabella's heart was form'd. 
And so that heart was wrung. 

Dread omnipotence, alone. 
Can heal the wound he gave ; 

Can point the brimful grief-worn eycg 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow. 
And fear no withering blast ; 

There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last. 



THE 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION 



OF 



BRUAR fTJTER^ 



TO TH£ 



NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE. 



'«■ « i ^ 



My Lord, I know/ yovtt noUe ear 

Woe ne'er assails in vain ; 
Embolden'd thuft, I beg you*ll hear 

Your humble slave complain, 

A a 2 How 



* Bruar Falls, in Athiole, are exceedingly pttcturesqil* 
and beatjdful ; but their effect is much impaired by 
the want of trees and shrubs. 
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How saucy Phoebus' scorching beams^ 

In flaming summer-pride. 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams, 

And drink my crystal tide. 



The lightly-jumping glowrin trouts. 

That thro* my waters play, 
If, in their random, wanton spouts. 

They near the margin stray ; 
If, hapless chance ! they linger lang, 

Fm scorching up so shallow. 
They're left the whitening stanes amang, 

In gasping death to wallow. 



Last day I grat wi' spite and teen. 

As Poet B**** came by. 
That, to a bard I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry : 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 

Even as I was he shor'd me ; 
But had I in my glory been. 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 



J 



Here, foaming down the skdvy rocks. 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiling torrent smokes, f 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn : 

* Enjoying 



( 357 ) 

Eiyoying large each spring and well 
As Nature gave them me, 

I am, altho' I say't mysel. 
Worth gaun a mile to see. 



Would then my noble master please 

To grant my highest wishes, 
He'll shade my banks wi' toyv'ring trcis. 

And bonnie spreading bushes. 
Delighted doubly then, my Lord, 

You'll wander on my banks. 
And listen mony a grateful bird 

Return -.you tuneful thanks. 



The sober laverock, warbling wild. 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 
The gowdspink, music's gayest child. 

Shall sweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear. 

The mavis mild and mellow ; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer. 

In all her locks of yellow : 



This too, a covert shall ensure. 
To shield them from the storm ; 

And coward maukin sleep secure. 
Low in her grassy form : 



Here 



( 358 ) 

Here shall the shepherd make his seat. 
To weave his crown of flow'rs ; 

Or find a shelt'ring, safe retreat. 
From prone-descending show'rs. 

And here, by sweet endearing stealth. 

Shall meet the loving pair, 
Dispising worlds with all their wealth 

As empty idle care : 
The flowVs shall vie in all their charms 

The hour of heav'n to grace. 
And birks extend their fragrant arms 

To screen the dear embrace. 



Here haply too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing bard may stray. 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn. 

And misty mountain, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam. 

Mild-chequering thro' the trees, 
Rave to my darkly dashing stream. 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 
My lowly banks overspread. 

And view, deep-bending in the pool. 
Their shadows' watVy bpd : 



Let 



f 
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Let fragrant birks in woodbines drcst 

My craggy cliffs adorn ; 
And, for the little songster's nest. 

The close embow'ring thorn. 



So may, old Scotia's darling hope. 

Your little angel band. 
Spring, like their father's, up to prop 

Their honour'd native land ! 
So may thro' Albion's farthest'ken. 

To social-flowing glasses. 
The grace be — " Athole's honest men, 

^^ And Athole's bonnie lasses !" 



o^ 
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OK 



SCARING SOME WATER FOWL 



,rIN LOCH-TURIT, 



A wild scene among the hills of Qughtertjre. 



Why, ye tenants of the lake. 
For me your wat'ry haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys. 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ?; — 
Common friend to you and me. 
Nature's gifts to all are free t 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, beneath the sheltering rock, 
JSide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, 
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Conscious^ blushing for our race. 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud usurping foe, 
•Would be lord of all below : 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride. 
Tyrant stem to all beside. 



The eagle, from the cliffy brow. 
Marking you his prey below. 
In his breast no pity dwells. 
Strong necessity compels. 
But man, to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying heav'n. 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 



In these savage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wand' ring swains. 
Where the mossy riv'let strays. 
Far from human haunts and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 



Or, if man's superior might 
Dare invade your native right. 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his pow'rs you scorn ; 

Swifdy 
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Swiftly seek, on clanging wings^ 
Other lakes and other springs ; 
And the foe you cannot brave, 
Scorn at least to be bis slave. 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 



Over the cbimney-ptece, in the parlour of the Inn 

at Kenmorty Taymouth. 



Admiring Nature in her wildest grace. 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace ; 
0*er many a winding dale and painful steep, 
Th* abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep. 
My savage journey, curious, I pursue, 
*Till fam'd Breadalbane opens to my view. — 
The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides. 
The woods, wild-scatter'd, clothe their ample sides ; 
Th' outstretching lake, imbosomed 'mong the hills. 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 
The Tay meand'riug sweet in infant pride. 
The palace rising on his verdant side ; 
The lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's native taste ; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste ; 

The 
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The arches striding o'er the new-born stream ; 
The village, glittering in the noontide beam — 

Poetic ardors in my bosom swell. 

Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy cell : 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods — 

Here poesy might wake her heav'n-taught l3rre. 

And look through nature with creative fire ; 

Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcil'd. 

Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander wild; 

And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds. 

Find balm to sooth her bitter rankling wounds : 

Here heart-struck Grief might heav'nward stretch her scan. 

And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 

^ * # * « ♦ 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 



Standing hy the Fall of Fy$rSy near Loch-Ness. 



Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 

The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 

'Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds. 

Where, thro' a shapeless breach, his stream resounds. 

As high in air the bursting torrents flow, 

As deep recoiling surges foam below. 

Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends. 

And viewless echo's ear, astonish'd, rends. 

Dim-seei^ 
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« 

Dim-seen^ through rising mists and ceaseless show'ri^ 
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low'rs. 
Still thro' the gap the struggling river toils. 
And still, below, the horrid caldron boils — 



*♦*«#« 



•N 
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ov 



THE BIRTH op a POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 



Bom in peculiar circumstances of family distress. 



Sweet FlowVet, pledge o* mcikle love. 

And ward o* mony a pray'r. 
What heart o* stane wad thou na move, 

Sae helpless, sweet, and fair. 

November hirples o'er the lea. 

Chill, on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas ! the sheltering tree^^ 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May 



( 368 ) 

May He who gives the rain to pour. 
And wings the blast to blaw. 

Protect thee frae the driving show'r. 
The bitter frost and snaw. 



May He, the friend of woe and want. 
Who heals life's various stounds. 

Protect and guard the mother plant. 
And heal her cruel wounds. 



But late she flourishM, rooted fast. 
Fair on the summer mom : 

Now feebly bends she, in the blast, 
Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

Blest be thy blocwm, thou lovely gem, 
Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land. 



THE 



( m ) 



THE 



WHISTLE 



BALLAD. 



As the audtentlc prose history of the Whistle is curious, 
I shall here give it. — In the train of Anne of Denmark, 
when she came to Scotland with our James the sixth, there 
came over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic stature 
and great prowess, and a matchless champion of Bac- 
chus. He had a little ebony Whistle, which at the 
commencement of the orgies, he laid on the table ; and 
whoever was last able to blow it, every body else being 
disabled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry off 
the Whistle as a trophy of victory. The Dane produced 
credentials of his victories, without a single defeat, at the 
couit9'Of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, Warsaw, and 
several of the petty courts in Germany } and challenged 
the Scots Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying his 
prowess, or else of acknowledging their inferiority. — Af- 
ter many overthrows on the part of the Scots, the Dane 
was encounterecl by Sir Robert Lowrie of M axwelton, 
ancestor to the present worthy baronet of that name ; 
who, after three days and three nights, hard contest, 
left the Scandinavian under the table. 

And blew on the iVhistle bis requiem shrill* 

TOL. III. B b Sir 
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Sir Walter^ son to Sir Robert before mentioned^ after- 
wards iost the Whistle to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, 
who had married a sister of Sir Walter's. — On Friday, 
the 16th of October, 1790, at Friars-Carse, the Whis- 
tle was once more contended for, as related in the ballad, 
by the present Sir Robert Lowrie of Maxwelton ; Robert 
Riddel, Esq. of Glenriddel, lineal descendant and repre- 
sentative of Walter Riddel, who won the Whistle, and 
in whose family it had continued ; and Alexander Fer- 
guson, Esq. of Cr^gdarroch, likewise descended of the 
great Sir Robert ; which last gentleman carried off the 
hard«-won honours of the field. 



I SING of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 

• 

I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king. 

And long with this Whistle all Scotland shall ring. 

Old Loda*, still rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his hall — 
" This Whisde's your challenge, to Scodand get o'er, 
^^ And drink them to hell, Sir ! or ne*er see me more !'* 

Old 



^ Se« Ossian's Caric-thiura. 
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Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell^ * 
What champions ventured, what champions fell ; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 
And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill. 



'Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquer'd in war. 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea. 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 



Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd. 
Which now in his house has for ages remain'd ; 
'Till three nobje chieftains, and all of his blood. 
The jovial contest again have renew'd. 



Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw ; 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skilFd in old coins ; ' 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines. 



Crmgdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil. 
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan. 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

Bb2 "By 
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'^ By the gods of the ancients!'' Glenriddd ceplies^^ 
'^ Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 
*^ rU conjure the ghost of the great fiorie More*, 
" And bumper his horn with him twenty times o'er." 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend, . 
But he ne'er turn'd his back on his foe — or his iriend. 
Said, toss down the Whistle, the prize of the field. 
And, knee-deep in claret, he'd die, or he'd yield. 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair. 
So noted for drowning of sorrow and care; 
But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame, 
Than the sense, wit, and taste, of a sweet lovidy dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray. 
And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all ^sadness and spleen. 
And wish'd that Parnassus a vineyard had been. 

The dinner being over, the claret they ply. 

And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy ; 

In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set. 

And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet 

Gay 



> ^^•^r^fm^'mf^T* 



* See Johnson'9 tour to the Hebrides. 
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Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phoebus ne'er witness'd so joyous a core. 
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
'Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next morn. 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night. 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Tum'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red. 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestor did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage. 
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would wage ; 
A high ruling elder to wallow in wine ! 
He left the foul business to folks less divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 
But who can with fate and quart bumpers cont6nd ? 
Though fate said — a hero should perish io Jight ; 
So uprose bright Phoebus— and down fell the knight* 

Next uprose our bard, like a prophet in drink : — 
^* Craigdarroch, thou'lt soar when creation shall sii^ ! 
^^ But if thou would flourish iipmortal in rhyme, 
" 0>nje— one bottle more — and have at the sublime ! 

" Thy line, that have struggled for fi-eedom with Bruce, 
*^ Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 
So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 
The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day !'* 

SECOND 
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SECOND EPISTLE 



TO 



DAVIE, 



A BROTHER POET.* 



AULD NlBOB^ 

FM three times, doubly, o'er your debtor. 
For your auld-farrent, frien'ly letter ; 
Tho' I maun say*t, I doubt ye flatter. 

Ye speak sae fair ; 
For my puir, silly, rhymin' clatter 

Some less maun sair. 



Hale 



This is prefixed to the poems of David Sillar, pub- 
lished at Kilmarnock, 17 89) and has not before appeared 
in our author'is printed poems. 
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Hale be your hearty hale be your fiddle ; 
Lang may your elbuck jink atf diddle^ 
Tae cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares^ 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Your auld, gray hair& 



But Davie, lad, Fm red yeVe glaikit; 
I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit ; 
An' gif it's sae, ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hauns as you sud ne'er be faikit. 

Be hain't wha like. 



For me, Fm on Parnassus brink, 

Rivan the words tae gar them clink; 

Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' drinli^ 

Wi' jads or masons; 
An' whyles, but ay owre late, I think 

Braw sober lessons. 



Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man, 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin clink. 
The devil-bact, that I sud ban. 

They ever think. 



Nat 
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Nae thoug)it> iiac view^. nae scheme o^ livkiV 
Nae cares tae gie las joy or grievin' : 
But just the pou€hte put the nieve in^ 

An* while ought's there. 
Then, hiltie, Ikiltie,. we gae scrivinV 

An' fash nae main 



Leeze me oa rhyme* f it's ay a treasure^ 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure^ 
At hame, a-fiel, at waxk dr leisuve. 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch. be her measuore. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Haud tae the Muse^ my dainty Davrie: 
The warl' may play you monie a shavie;. 
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae puir, 
Na, even tho' limpan wi' the spavie 

Fiae door tae door. 
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ON 



MY EARLY DAYS. 



I. 



I MIND It weel in early date^ 

When I was beardless^ young and blate^ 

An' first could thresh the bam ; 
Or baud a yokin o* the pleugh ; 
An' tho' forfoughten ssdr eneugh^ 

Yet unco proud to learn : 
When first amang the yellow com 

A man I reckoned was^ 
And wi' the lave ilk merry mora 
Could rank my rig and lass^ 
Still shearings and clearing 

The tiiher stooked iraw^ 
Witlaivcrs, anVhaivers^ 
Wearing the day awa. 

TOL. III. G e E'en 
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11. 



E*en then, a wish, I mind its powV, 
A wish that to my latest hour 

Shall strongly heave my breast. 
That I for poor auld Scotland'^s sake 
Some usefu* plan or book could make. 

Or sing a sang at least. 
The rough bur-thistle, spreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, 
I tum*d the weeder-clips aside. 
An' spar'd the symbol dear : 
No nation, no station^ 

My envy e'er could raise, 
A Scot still, but Wot still, 
I knew nae higher praise. 



III. 

But still the elements o' sang 

In formless jumble, right an' wrang. 

Wild floated in my brain ; 
'Till on that har'st I said before. 
My partner in the merry core. 

She rous'4 the forming strainl 



Iiee 



r 
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I see her yet, the sonsie queen, 

That lighted up my jingle. 
Her witching smile^ her pauky e*en 
That gart my heart-strings tingle : 
Ifired^ inspired^ 

At ev'ry kindling keek^ 
But bashings and dashing*, 
I feared ay to speak*"*^ 



• #'••#«# 



SONG, 



* The reader will fincl some explanation of this poem^ 
W. i.p. 41. 



^ 
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SONG. 






Tune — ^ BoKNiE Dundee^ 



In Mauchline there dwells six proper young Belles, 
The pride of the place and its neighbourhood a*. 

Their carriage and dress^ a stranger would guess^ 
In Lon'on or Paris theyM gotten it a' : 

Miss Miller is fine^ liBss Marklatufs divine^ 
Miss Smith she has wit^ and M$ss Betty is bl^w ; 

There's beauty and fortune to get wi' Miss MortofSy 
But Armour* s* the jewel for me o' them a\ 



ON 



g I I J ' !■ ■ I -■ ■■ '■' . 1 I I T I^ l ■ ■ I ■■ W* ' ' 



* This is one of our Bard's early productions. Miss 
Armour, is now Mrs* Burns, £• 



^ 
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ON THE DBATH OP 



SIR JAMES HUNTER BLAHL 



The lamp of day with ill-presaging glare^ 
Dim, cloudy, sunk beneath the western wave ; 

Th* inconstant blast howl'd thro* the darkening air. 
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. / 

Lone as I wandered by each clifF and dell. 
Once the lov'd haunts di Scotia's royal train ;* 

Ormus*d where limpid streams oncehallow'd,well,t 
Or mouldering ruins mark the sacred Fane, j: 

Th* 



♦ The King's Park, at Holyrood- 
t St. Anthony's Well. 
X St. Anthony's Chapel. 



i 



( 882 ) 

Th' increasing blast roar'd round the beetling rocks. 
The clouds swift-wing d flew o'er the starry sky. 

The groaning trees untimely shed iheir locks> 
And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid cast. 
And 'mong the cliffs disclos'd a stately Form, 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast. 
And mix'd her wailings with the raving storm. 



Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 
*Twas Caledonia's trophiedr shield I view'd : 

Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe. 
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 



Reversed that spear, redoubtable in war. 
Reclined that banner, erst in fields unfurl'^ 

That like a deathful meteor gleapa'd afar. 
And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the worM.- 



'* My patriot son fills an untimely grave !" 
With accents $irild and lifted arms she cried ; 

«< Low lies the hand that oft was stretch'd to save, 
*« Low Jies the heart that swell'd with honest pride! 

^* A weeping 



r 
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A weeping country joins a widow** tear. 
The helpless poor mix with the orphan's cry ; 
The drooping arts surround their patron's bier, 
^^ And grateful science heaves the heartfelt sigh.— 

^^ I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; 
** I saw feir freedom's blossoms richly blow : 
But ah how hope is born but to expire ! 
Relentless fate has laid their guardian low.— *• 









My patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung. 
While empty greatness saves a worthless name ! 

No ; every Muse shall join her tuneful tongue. 
And future ages hear his growing fame 



*^ And I will join a mother's tender cares, 
^* Thro' future times to make hii^ virtues last 

^* That distant years may boast of other Blairs"- 
She said, and vanish'd with the sweeping blast. — 



WritUn 
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J^riUen on the blank leaf of a cofy ofthepoemi^ 
presented to an old Sweethearty then married.* 



Once fondly lov*d, and still fememberM dear^ 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows,. 

Accept this mark of friendship^ warm, sincere. 
Friendship ! *tis all cold duty now dlows. — 

And when you read the simple artless rhymes. 
One friendly sigh for htm, he asks no more. 

Who distant bums in flaming torrid climes. 
Or haply Hcs beneath th* Atlantic roar. 

APPENDIX. 
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*»^ The girl mentioned in the letter to Dr, Moore» 

vol. L ^.47* 
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IT may gratify curiosity to know some particulars 
of the history of the preceding poems, on which 
the celebrity of our bard has been hitherto found- 
ed ; and with this view the following extract is 
made from a letter of Gilbert Bums^ the brother of 
our poet, and his friend and confidant from his ear- 
liest years. 



Mossgitty idjiprily 1798. 

Dear Sir, 

Your letter of the 14th of March 
I received in due course, but from the hurry of the 
season have been hitherto hindered from answering 
it. I will iK)w try to give you what satisfaction 
I can in regard to the particulars you men^ 
tion. I cannot pretend to be very accurate in re- 
^)ect to the dates of the poems, but none of them^ 

A 1 except 
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except Winter t a Dirge, (which was a juvenile 
production) Tie Death and Dying Words of poor 
Mailliey and some of the songs, were composed 
before the year 1784. The circumstances of the 
poor sheep were pretty much as he has described 
them. He had, partly by way of frolic, bought 
a ewe and two lambs from a neighbour, and she 
was tethered in a field adjoining the house at 
lochlie. He and I were going out, with our 
teams, and our two younger brothers to drive for 
us, at mid-day; when Hugh Wilson, a curious 
looking aukward boy, dad in plaiding, came to us 
with much anxiety m his face, with the informa- 
tion that the ewe had entangled herself in the te- 
ther, and was lying in the ditch. Robert was 
much tickled with Huocs appearance and postures 
on the occasion. Poor Maillie was set to rights, 
and when we returned from the plough in the 
evening, he repeated to me her Death and Dying 
Words pretty much in the way they now stand. 

Among the earliest of his poems was the Epistle 
to Davie. Robert often composed without any 
regular plan. When any thmg niade a strong 
impression on his mind, so as to rouse it to poetic 
exertion, he would give way to the impulse, and 
embody the thought in rhyme. If he hit on 
two or three stanzas to please him, he would then 
think of proper introductory, connecting, and 

concluding 
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to 

concluding stanzas ; hence the middle of a poem 
was often first produced. It was, I think, in sum- 
mer 1784, when, in the interval of harder labour, 
he and I were weeding in the garden, (kail-yard) 
that he repeated to me the principal part of this 
epistle. I believe the first idea of Robert's be- 
coming an author was started on this occasion. 
I was much pleased with the epistle, and said to 
him I was of opinion it would bear being printed, 
and that it would be well received by people of 
taste ; that I thought it at least equal, if not supe- 
rior, to many of Allan Ramsay's epistles, and that 
the merit of these, and much other Scotch poetry, 
seemed to consist principally in the knack of the 
expression, but here, there was a strain of interest- 
ing sentiment, and the Scotticism of the language 
scarcely seemed affected, but appeared to be the 
natural language of the poet ; that besides there 
was certainly some novelty in a poet pointing out 
the consolations that were in store for him when 
he should go a-begging. Robert seemed very 
well pleased with my criticism, and we talked of 
sending it to some Magazine, but as this plan 
afforded no opportunity of knowing how it would 
take, the idea was dropped. 

It was, I think, in the winter following, as we 
were going together with carts for coal to the 
£unily fire (and I could yet point out the particular 

^pot) 
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spot) that the author first repeated to me the 
Address to the Deil. The curious idea of such An 
address was suggested to him by running over in 
his mind, the many ludicrous accounts and repre- 
sentations we have from various quarters Of this 
august personage. Death and Doctor Hornbook^ 
though not published in the Kilmarnock edition, 
was produced early in the year 1785. The School- 
master of Tarbolton parish, to eke up the scanty 
subsistence allowed to that useful class of men, had 
set up a shop of grocery goods. Having acciden- 
tally fallen in with some medical books, and be- 
come most hobby-horsically attached to the study 
of medicine, he had added the sale of a few medi- 
cines to his little trade. He had got a shop-bill 
prmted, at the bottom of which, overlocting his 
own incapacity, he had advertiseck that ^^ Advice 
*^ would be given in common disorders at the shop 
*^ gratis." Robert was at a maton-meeting in 
Tarbolton, when the Dominie unfortunately made 
too ostentatious a display of his medical skill. As 
he parted in the eveninjg from this mixture of pe- 
dantry and physic, at the place where he describes 
his meeting with death one of those floating ideas 
of apparitioi), he mentions in his letter to Dr. 
Moore, crossed his mind ; this set him to work 
for the rest of the way home. These circum- 
stances he related when he repeated the verses to 
me next afternoon, as I was holding the plough, 

and 
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and he was letting the water off the field beside ipe. 
The Ephtle ta John Lapraik was produced exactly 
on the occasion described by the author* He 
says in that poem^ Qh fasten-ien we had a rockin. 
(/* 236). I believe he has omitted the word 
rocking in the glossary. It is a term derived from 
those primitive times, when the country-women 
employed their spare hours in spinning on the 
rock, or distaff. This simple implement is a ve* 
ry portable one, and well fitted to the social in* 
clination of meeting in a neighbour's house ; hence 
the phrase of going a rocking, or with the rock* 
As the connexion the phrase had with the imple*- 
ment was forgotten when the rock gave place to 
the spinning-wheel, the phrase came to be used by 
both sexes on social occasions, and men talk of 

going with th^r rocks as well as women. 

/ 

It was at ibne of these rocklngs at our house, 
when we had twelve or fifteen young people with 
their rocks^ that Lapraik's song, beginning — 
*^ When I upon thy bosom lean," was sung, and 
we were informed who was the author. Upon 
this Robert wrote his first epistle to Lapraik, and 
his second in reply to his answer. The verses to 
the Mouse and Moimtain-Daisy were composed 
on the occasions mentioned, and while the author 
was holding the plough ; I could point out the 
particular spot where each was composed. Hold- 
ing 
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ing the plough was a favourite situation with Ro- 
bert for poetic compositions^ and some of his best 
verses were produced while he was at that exercise. 
Several of the poems were produced for the pur- 
pose of bringing forward some fevourite sentiment 
of the author. He used to remark to me, that 
he could not well conceive a more mortifying pic- 
ture of human life, than a man seeking work. In 
casting about in his mind how this sentiment 
might be brought forward, the elegy Man was 
made to ntourny W3S composed. Robert had fre- 
quently remarked to me that he thought there 
was something peculiarly venerable in the phrase, 
^^ Let us worship God," used by a decent sober head 
of a family introducing family worship. To this 
sentiment of the author the world is indebted for 
the Cotter's Saturday Night. The hint of the plan, 
and title of the poem, were taken from Fergusson*s 
Farmer'' s IngJe. When Robert had not some plea- 
sure in view in which I was not thought fit to 
participate, we used frequently to walk together 
when the weather was favourable, on the Sunday 
afternoons, (those precious breathing-times to the 
labouring part of the community) and enjoyed 
such Sundays as would make one regret to see 
their number abridged. It was in one of these 
walks that I first had the pleasure of hearing the 
author repeat the Cotters Saturday JSight. I do 
not recollect to have read or heard any thing by 

which 
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which I was more highly electrified. The fifth 
and sixth stanzas^ and the eighteenth, thrilled 
with peculiar ecstasy through my soul. I men- 
tion this to you, that you may see what hit the 
taste of unlettered criticism. I should be glad to 
know if the enlightened mind, and refined taste 
of Mr. Roscoe, who has borne such honourable 
testimony to this poem, agrees with me in the se- 
lection. Fergusson in his Hallow Fair of Edin- 
burgh, I believe, likewise fiimished a hint of the 
title and plan of the Holy Fair. The farcical 
scene the poet there describes was often a favou- 
rite field of his observation, and the most of the 
incidents he mentions had actually passed before 
his eyes. It is scarcely necessary to niention that 
the Lament was composed on that unfortunate 
passage in his matrimonial history, which I have 
mentioned in my letter to Mrs. Dunlop, after the 
first distraction of his feelings had a little subsided. 
The Tale of Twa Dogs was composed after the 
resolution of publishing was nearly taken. Ro- 
bert had had a dog, which he called LuatA, that 
was a great favorite. The dog had been killed 
by the wanton cruelty of some person the night 
before my father's death. Robert said to me that 
he should like to confer such immortality as he 
could bestow upon his old friend Laiaih, and that 
he had a great mind to introduce something into 
the book under the title of Stanzas to the Memory 

of 
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cfa quadruped Friend \ but this plan was given up 
for the Tak as it now stands. Oesar was merdy 
the creature of the poet's imagination^ created 
for the purpose of heading chat with his favorite 
Luafb. The first time Robert heard the spinnet 
played upon was at the house of Dr. Lawrie^ then 
minister of the parish of Loudon^ now in Glasgow^ 
having given up the parish in &vour of his son. 
Dr. Lawrie has several daughters, one of them 
played ; the father and mother led down the dance; 
the rest of the sisters, the brother, the poet, and 
the other guests, mixed in it. It was a delightful 
family scene for our poet, then lately introduced 
to the world. His mind was roused to a poetic 
enthusiasm, and the stanzas, p. 1Q2, were left 
in the room where he slept. It was to Dr. Law- 
rie that Dr. Blacklock's letter was addressed, 
which my brother, in his letter ' to Dr. Moore, 
mentions as the reason of his going to Endin- 
burgh. 

When my father feued his little property 
near AUoway-Kirk, the wall of the church- 
yard had gone to ruin, and cattle had free liberty 
of pasturing in it. My father, with j:wo or three 
other neighbours, joined in an application to the 
town council of Ayr, who were superiors of the 
adjoining land, for liberty to rebuild it, and rais- 
ed by subscription a sum for inclosing this an- 
cient 
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cient cemetery with a wall ; hence he came to 
consider it as his burial place, and we learned 
that reverence for it people generally have for the 
burial-place of their ancestors. My brother was 
living in Elisland, when Captain Grose, on his 
peregrinations through Scotland, staid some time 
at Carse-house, in the neighbourhood, with 
Captain Robert Riddel, of Glen-Riddel, a parti- 
cular friend of my brother's. The Antiquarian 
and the Poet were *^ Unco pack and thick thegi- 
'* then" Robert requested of Captain Grose, when 
he should come to Ajrrshire, that he would make 
a drawing of Alloway-Kirk, as it was the burial- 
place of his father, and where he himself had a 
sort of claim to lay down his bones, when they 
should be no longer serviceable to him ; and ad- 
ded, by way of encouragement, that it was the 
scene of many a good story of witches and appari* 
tions, of which he knew the Captain was very 
fond. The captain agreed to the request, provid- 
ed the poet would furnish a witch-story, to be 
printed along with it. Tarn d Shunter was pro- 
duced on this occasion, and was first published iif' 
Grose^s Antiquities of Scotland. 

This poem is founded on a traditional story. 
The leading circumstances of a man riding home 
very late from Ayr, in a stormy night, his seeing 
a light in Alloway-Kirk, his having the curiosity 

to 
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to look in, his seeing a dance of witches, with the 
devil playing on the bag-pipe to them, the scanty 
covering of one of the witches, which made him 
so far forget himself as to cry — Weel loufensbori 
sark — with the melancholy catastrophe of the 
piece, is all a true story, that can be well attest- 
ed by many respectable old people in that neigh- 
bourhoods 

1 do not at present recollect any circumstan- 
ces respecting the other poems, that could be at i 
all interesting ; even some of those I have menti- 
oned, I am afraid, may appear trifling enough, but 
you will only make use of what appears to you of 
consequence. ^ 

The following poems in the first Edinburgh 
edition, were not in that published in Kilmarnock. 
Death and Dr. Hornbook ; The Brigs of Ayr ; The 
Calf\ (the poet had been with Mr. Gavin Hamil- 
ton in the morning, who said jocularly to him 
when he was going ito church, in allusion to the 
injunction of some parents to their children^ that 
he must be sure to bring him a note of the sermon 
at mid-day ; this address to the Reverend Grentle- 
tleman on his text was accordingly produced.) 
The Ordination ; The Address to the Unco Guid; 
Tarn Samsons Elegy ; A Winter Night ; Stanzas 
0n the same occasion as the preceding prayer ; Fer^ 

ses 
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its left at a Reverend Friends home ; The first 
Psalm ; Prayer under the pressure of violent An- 
guisb ; The first six Verses of the ninetieth P salmi 
Verses to Miss Logan^ with Beaiie^s Poems ; To a 
Haggis ; Address to Edinburgh ; John Barleycorn ; 
When Guilford guid ; Behind yon hills where Stin- 
char flows ; Green grow the Rashes ; Again re- 
joicing Nature sees ; The gloomy night ; No 
Churchman am I. 

If you have never seen the first edition^ it will 
perhaps not be amiss to transcribe the preface, 
that you may see the manner in which the poet 
made his first awe-struck approach to the bar of 
public judgment. 

Preface to the first edition of Bums Poems 
published at Kilmarnock. 






THE following trifles are not the produc- 
tion of the poet, who, with all the advantages 
^^ of learned art, and, perhaps, amid the elegancies 
" and idlenesses of upper life, looks down for a 
rural theme, with an eye to Theocritus or Vir- 
gil. To the author of this, these and other ce- 
'^ lebrated names, their countrymen, are, at least, 
'' in their original language, -^ fountain shut up, 
^^ and a book sealed. Unacquainted with the ne- 
" cessary requisites for commencing poet by rule, 

"he 
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he sings the sentiments and manners^ he felt and 
saw in himself and his rustic compeers around 
him, in his and their native language. Though 
a rhymer from his earliest years, at leasts from 
the earliest impulses of the softer passions, it 
was not till very lately, that the applause, per- 
haps the partiality, of friendship, wakened his 
vanity so far as to make him think any thing of 
his worth showing ; and none of the following 
works were composed with a view to the press. 
" To amuse himself with the little creations ci his 
" own fancy, amid the toil and fatigues of a la- 
" borious life ; to transcribe the various feelings, 
^^ the loves^ the griefs, the hopes, the fears, in 
^^ his own breast ; to find some kind of counter- 
terpoise to the struggles of a world, always an 
alien scene, a task uncouth to the poetical 
" mind — these were his motives for courting the 
" muses, and in these he found poetry to be its 
*^ own reward. 



fC 






Now that he appears in the public charac- 
ter of an author, he does it with fear and trem- 
bling. So dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, 
'' that even he, an obscure, nameleas Bard, 
" shrinks aghast at the thought of being bmnded 
" as— An impertinent blockhead, obtruding his 
^^ nonsense on the world ; and, because he can 
make a shift to jingle a few doggerel Scotch 

rhymes 



sUAoiwv a Diiut vw jjiigic a. icw aoggeri 



APPENDIX. 15 



« 



upon himself as a poet 



<»>B]r<Kmv<o i.vwV'LJii^^^ iWA.lliK ^Afivua i.im.iA 

of no small consequence forsooth ! 






^* It is an observation of that celebrated poet, 
^^ Shenstone^ whose divine elegies do honour to 
^' our language, our nation, and our species, that 
^^ ^ HmmUty has dc^essed many a genius to a 
^^ * hermit, but never raised one to fame !' If any 
*^ critic catches at the word gemus^ the author 
^' tdls him onoe for all, that he certainly looks 
upon himself as posaest of some poetic abilities, 
otherwise his publishing in the manner he has 
^^ done, would be a manoeuvre below the worst 
*^ character, which he hopes, his worst enemy 
will ever give him. But to the genius of a 
Ramsay, or the .glorious dawnings of the poor, 
unfortunate Fergusson, he, with equal unaf- 
"fected sincerity, declares, that, even in his 
highest pulse of vanity, he has not the most dis- 
tant pretensions. These two justly admired 
Scotch poets he has often had. in his eye in the 
following pieces ; but rather with a view to 
kindle at their flame, than for servile imitation. 



cc 
(( 

CK 
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^' To ius Subscribers the Author retunis his 
^^ most sincere thanks* Not the mercenaiy bow 
" over a couMer, but the heart-throbbiag giati- 
^^ tude of the bard^ conscious how much he owes 
^^ to benevdence and (liendship, for gratifying 

'' him 
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*^ him, if he deserves it, in that dearest wish of 
every poetic bosom — to be distinguished. He 
begs his readers, particularly the learned and 
the polite, who may honour him with a* peru- 
sal, that they will make every allowance for 
^^ education and circumstances of life ; but if af- 
*^ ter a feir, candid, and impartial criticism, he 
** shall stand convicted of dullness and nonsense, 
*' let him be done by as he would in that case 
" do by others — let him be condemned without 
^^ mercy, to contempt and oblivion.*' 



I am, dear Sir^ 
Your most obedient humble Servant, 

GILBERT BURNS. 



Dr. CuRRiE, 

LiverpooL 



To this history of the poems which are contained 
in this volume, it may be added, that our author ap- 
pears to have madelittle alteration in them after their 
original composition, except in some few instances 
where considerable additions have been introdu- 
ced. 
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ced. After he had attracted the notice of the pub- 
lic by his first edition^ various criticisms were offer- 
ed him on the peculiarities of his style, as well as of 
his sentiments, and some of these, which remain 
among his manuscripts, are by persons of great 
taste and judgment. Some few of these criticisms 
he adopted, but the far greater part he rejected ; 
and, though something has by this means been 
lost in point of delicacy and correctness, yet a 
deeper impression is left of the strength and origi- 
nality of his genius. The firmness of our poet's 
character, arising from a just confidence in his 
own powers, may, in part, explain his tenacious- 
Jiess of his peculiar expressions; but it may be in 
some degree accounted for also, by the circum- 
stances under which the poems were composed. 
Burns did not, like men of genius bom under 
happier auspices, retire, in the moment of inspira- 
tion, to the silence and solitude of his study, 
and commit his verses to paper as they arranged 
themselves in his mind. Fortune did not afford 
him this indulgence. It was during the toils of 
daily labour that his fancy exerted itself; the muse, 
as he himself informs us, found him at the plough. 
In this situation, it was necessary to fix his verses 
on his memory, and it was often many days, nay 
wedcs, after a poem was finished, before it was 
written down. During all this time, by frequent 
repetition, the association between the thought 
VOL. III. B and 
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and the expression was confirmed^ and the impar^ 
tiality of taste with which written language is re* 
viewed and retouched after it has faded on the 
memory, could not in such instances be exerted. 
The original manuscripts of many of his poems 
are preserved, and they differ in nothing material 
fix>m the last printed edition. Some few variati-- 
ons may be noticed. 

1. In The Authors earnest Cry and Prayer ^ 
after the stanza, page 23, beginning 

Erskine, a spunkie Norland Billies 

There appears, in his book of manuscripts^ the 
following ; 

Thee sodger Hugh, my watchman stented^ 

If Bardies e'er are represented; 

I ken if that your sword were wanted 

Ye'd lend your hand^ 
But when there's ought to say anent it, 

Ye're at a stand. 

Sodger Hugh is evidently the present earl of 
E^intone, then colonel Montgomery of Coilsfield, 
and representing in parliament the county of Ayr. 
Why this was left out in printing does not appear. 
The noble earl will not be sorry to see this notice 
of him, familiar though it be, by a bard, whose 
genius he admired^ and whose fate he lamented. 

2. In 
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2. In Tie Address to the Deil, the second stanza^ 
in page 74, ran originally thus ; > 

Lang syne in Eden's happy scene. 
When strappin' Adam's days were green. 
And Eve was like my bonnie Jean, 

My dearest part, 
A dancin^ sweet, young, handsome quean, 

Wi' guildess heart. 

In TAe Elegy on poor Maillie, page 82, the 
stanza;^ beginning 

Sie was nae get o moorland tips^ 

was, at first, as follows ; 

She was nae get o' runted rams, 

Wi' woo' like goats, and legs like trams. 

She was the flower o' Fairlee lambs, 

A famous breed. 
Now Robin, greetin, chows the hams 

O' Maillie dead. 

It were a pity that the Fairlee lambs should lose 
the honour once intended them, 

3. But the chief variations are found in the 
poems introduced, for the first time, in the edition 
in two volumes small octavo, published in 17 92. 
Of the poem written in Friars-Carse Hemtitagey 
there are several editions, and one of these* has 

B2 nothing 



* This is given in the correspondence. 
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nothing in common with the printed poem but 
the four first lines. The- poem that is published^ 
which was his second effort on the subject, receiv- 
ed considerable alterations in printing. 

Instead of the six lines beginning 

Say mans true genuine estimate, 

in manuscript the following are inserted. 

Say the criterion of their fate, 
Th' important query of their state. 
Is not art thou high or low? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Wert thou cottager, or king ? 
Prince, or peasant ? no such thing. 

4. The Epstle to R. G. of F. Esq. that is, to 
R. Graham, of Fintra, Esq. also underwent consi- 
derable alterations, as may be collected from the 
volume of correspondence. This stile of poetry 
was new to our poet, and, though he was fitted to 
excel in it, it cost him more trouble than his 
Scottish poetry. On the contrary. Tarn o* Shan- 
ter seems to have issued perfect from the author^s 
brain. The only considerable alteration made on 
reflection, is the omission of four lines, which bad 
been inserted after the poem was finished, at the 
end of the dreadful catalogue of the articles found 

on 
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on the *^ haly table," and which appeared in the 
first edition of the poem, printed separately. 
They came after the second line page 333, 

Which even to name would be unlawfuy 

and are as follows, , 

Three lawyer's tongues turned inside out, 
Wi' lies seamed like a beggar's clout. 
And priests' hearts, rotten, black as muck. 
Lay stinking vile in every neuk. 

These lines, which, independent of other objec- 
tions, interrupt and destroy the emotions of terror 
which the preceding description had excited, were 
irery properly left out of the printed collection, by 
the advice of Mr. Frazer Tyder, to which Bums 
seems to have paid some deference,* 

5. The Address to the Shade of Thomson^ page 

339, 



* These four lines have been inadvertendy replaced 
in the copy of Tam o* Sbanter^ published in the first 
volume of the ^' Poetry Original and Selected," of 
Brash and Reid, of Glasgow ; and to this circumstance 
is owing their being noticed here. As our poet delibe- 
rately rqected them, it is hoped that no future printer 
will insert them. 
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339^ began in the first manuscript copy in the 
following manner^ 

While cold-eyed spring, a virgin coy. 

Unfolds her verdant mantle sweety 
Or pranks the sod in frolic joy, 

A carpet for her youthful feet : . 
While summer, with a matron's grace 

Walks stately in the cooling shade. 
And oft delighted loves to trace 

The progress of the spiky blade : 
While autumn, benefactor kind. 

With age's hoary honours clad. 
Surveys with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed. &c. 

• 

By the alteration in the printed poem, it may 
be questioned whether the poetry is much improv- 
ed ; the poet however has found means to intro- 
duce the shades of Dryburgh, the residence of the 
Earl of Buchan, at whose request these verses 
were written. 

These observations might be extended, but 
what are already offered will satisfy curiosity, and 
there is nothing of any importance that could be 
added. 
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THE ch and gh have always the guttural sound. 
The sound of the English diphthong oo, is com- 
monly spelled ou. The French w, a sound 
which often occurs in the Scottish language, is 
marked ooy or ui. The a in genuine Scottish 
words, except when forming a diphthong, or 
followed by an e mute after a single consonant, 
sounds generally like the broad English a in 
walL The Scottish diphthong ae^ always, and ea^ 
very often, sound like the French e masculine. 
The Scottish diphthong ey^ ^ sounds like the 
Latin ei. 



A^ All 

Abacky away, aloof 
Abeigb, at a shy distance 
Aboon, above, up 
Abready abroad, in' sight 
Abreedy in breadth 



Acy one 

Afff off; Aff loofy unpre- 
meditated 

Aforcy before 

AJty oft 

Afteriy often 

Agleyy off the right line, 
wrong 

J ^ Atbliniy 



i 



ftf 
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Aiblinsy perhaps 

jtifty own 

Airn, iron 

Aitby an oath 

Aits J oats 

Awefy an old horse 

Atxlcy a hot cinder 

Alake, alas ! 

AlanCy alone 

Akwarty aukward 

Amaisty almost 

Amangy among 

An*y and, if 

AncBy once • 

^n^, one, and 

Aneniy over against 

Aniibery another 

Assy ashes 

Asteevy abroad, stirring 

Aught y possession ; as, in 
a' my augbty in all my 
possession 

Auldy old 

Auldfarratiy or auldf arrant 
" sagacious, cunning, pru- 
dent 

Avay at all 

Aiva\ away 

Awfu^y awful 

Awny the beard of barley, 
oats, &c« 

Aztmiey bearded 

^on/, beyond 



B 

Ba', BaU 

BacietSy ash boards 

Sacilinsy comin', coming 
back, retunring 

Bifdy did bid 

Bmd^ endured, did stay 

Baggicy the belly 

Bainiey having large bones, 
stout 

Batrny a child 

Baimtimey a fattiily of chil- 
dren, a brood 

Baitby both 

Bany to swear 

Baney bone 

Bangy to beat, to strive 

Bardicy diminutive of bard 

Barefity barefooted 

Barmley of, or like barm 

Batcby a crew, a gang 

BaitSy botts 

Baudronsy a cat 

Bauldy bold 

Baws'nty having a white 
stripe down the face 

Bey to let be, to give over, 
to cease 

Bear, barley 

BeastiBy dimin. of beast 

Beety to add fuel to fire 

Beljivvy bye and by 

Bittp 
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B^n, into the spence or Blellum, idle talking fellow 

parlour Blether, to talk idly^ nonsense 

Benlomond^ a noted mpun- Bletb^rin, talking idly 

tain in Dumbartonshire Blink, alittle while^a smil* 
Betbankif, grace ^ter meat ing look^ to look kindly^ 
Bept, a book to shine by fits 

Bichr, a kind of wooden Blinker, a term of contempt 

dish;i a short race BlinUn, smirking 

Bi0, or Bield, shelter Blue-goivn, one of those 

Bien, wealthy^ plentiful beggars who get annually 

Big, to build on the king's birth-day. 

Biggin, building, a house a blue cloak [or gown^ 
Biggit, built with a badge 

BUI, a bull BluiJ, blood 

Billie, a brother, a young Bfype, a shred, a large piece 

fellow Bod, to vomit, to gush in* 

Bing, a heap of grain, po- termittently 

tatoes, &c. Boded, gushed, vomited 

Biri, birch Bodle, a small gold poin 

Birkie, a clever fellow Bonnie, or ionny, handsome 
Birring, the noise of partrid- beautiful 
ges, &c. when they spring Bonnock, a kind of thick 
Bit, crisis, nick of time cake of bread, a small 

BiTsz, a hustle, to buzz jannack or loaf made of 

Blastie, a shrivelled dwarf, oatmeal 





a term of contempt 


Boord, aboard 




Blastit, blasted 


Bore, a hole in a wall 




Blate, bashful, sheepish 


Boortree, the shrub elder; 




Blather, bladder 


planted much of old in 




Blaud, a flat piece of any 


hedges of bam*yards, &e. 




thing, to slap 


Boost, behoved, must needt 




Blaw, to blow, to boast 


Botch, an angry tumour 




Bleezmg, blazing 


Bousing, drinking 


1 
f 

1 


C 


2 Soiy^kail, 
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BoiV'iaily cabbage Briskei, the breast, the bo- 

Bott/i, bended, crooked som 

Bracbensy fern Britbery a brother 

Brae, a declivity, a preci- Brocl, a badger 

. pioe, the slope of a hill Brogue, a hum, a trick 

Braid, broad 5roo, broth, liquid, water 

Braiky a kind of harrow Broose, broth, a race at 

Bratnge, to run rashly for- country weddings, who 

ward shall first reach the bride- 

Braign'i, reeled forward goom*s house on returning 
Brak, broke, made insol- from church 

vent Brugby a burgh 

Branks, a kind of wooden Bruilzie, a broil, a combus- 

curb for horses tion 

Brasb, a sudden illness Brunt, did bum, burnt 

Brats, coarse clothes, rags Brust, to burst, burst 

&c. Bucban^bullers, the boiling 
Brattle, a short race, hur- of the sea among the rocks 

ry, fury on the coast of Buchan 

Br aw, fine, handsome Buckskin, an inhabitant of 
Brawlyt or brawlie, very Virginia 

well, finely, heartily Buirdly, stout made, broad 
Braxie, a morbid sheep built 

Breastie, dimin. of breast Bum-clock, a humming bee- 
Breastit, did spring up or tie that flies in the sum- 
forward mer evenings 

Breef, an invulnerable or Bummin, humming as bees^ 

irresistible spell Bummle, to blunder 

Breehs, breehes Bummler, a blunderer 

Brewin, brewing Bunker, a window seat 

Brie, juice, liquid Burdies, dimin. of birds 

Brig, a bridge Bure, did bear 

Brunstane, brimstone Burn^ water^ a rivulet 

Burnewin, 
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Bumezinttyue. bum the wind^Cap-stane, cope stoqe, key 

a blacksmith stone 

Burnie,^ dimin. of burn Careerin, cheerfiilly 
Buskit, dressed Carly an old man 

Bushy a bustle^ to bustle Carlin, a stout old woman 
Buty boty with Cartes y cards 

But an' beriy the country Caudrouy a caldron 

kitchen and parlour Cauk and keely chalk and red 

By himself y lunaticj dis- clay 

tracted Cauldy cold 

Bykey 3, bee-hive Caup, a wooden drinking 

I^reySL cow-stable, a shippen vessel 

C Chanter y a part of a bagpipe- 

Ca\ To call, to name, to Chapy a person, a fellow, a 

drive blow 

C^V,orraV, called, driven, Cbaup, a stroke, a blow 

calved Cbeekity cheeked 

Qadgery a carrier ^^^'P^ ^ ^^^T^^ to chirp 

Cadtey or caddiey a person, CW^/, or r*i?4 a young fellow 

a young fellow Cbimlay or' chimluy a fire* 

Caffy chaff grate, fire-place 

Cairdy a tinker Chimla4ug, the fire-side 

Cairny a loose heap of stones Chittertng^ shivering, trem- 
Calf'wardy a small enclo- bling 

sure for calves Chockiny choaking 

Callany a boy CboWy to chew; cheek ftyr 

Caller y fresh, sound chow^ side by side 

Canniey gentle, mild, dex- Chuffiey fat faced 

trous Clachauy a small village a- 

Canniliey dextrously, gently bout a church, a hamlet 
Cantiey or cfl«/y, cheerful, Claisey or <;/d;^5, cloaths 
" merry Claithy cloth 

Cantraipy a chanm, a spell Clatibing^ cloathing 
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Clahers, nonsense^ not CoggUyiimm. ^( ^g 

speaking sense Coila, from Kj^le, a dis- 

Claf, clapper ef a mill trict of Ayrsl^ire, so c^l- 

Clarkit, wrote ed^ saith tradition^ ^^*om 

CUsb, an idle tale^ tbe sto^ Coil^ or Coilus, a Pictilsh 

ry of the day monarch 

Clatter, to tell little idle Collie, a geheral, and sdme- 

stories^ an idle story times a particular name 

Claugbt, snatched at, laid for country curs 

hold of Commaun, command 

Claut, to clean, to scrape Coad, the cud 
Clauted, 'scraped Coqf, a blockhead, a ninny 

Claw, tio scratch Ccoiit, appeared, and dis* 

Cleed, to clothe appeared by fits 

Cleehit, having caught Coost, did east 
Clinkin, jerking, clinking Coot, the i&ncle or foot 
Clifikumbell, who rings the Cootie, a wooden kitchen 

church bell dish; — ^sb those fowls 

Clifs^ shears whose legs are clad with 

CUsbmaclaver, idle conVer- feathers are said to be cootie 

sation Corbies, a species Cf the crowi 

Ctooi, to batch, a beetle Core, corps, party, clah 
Cloctin, hatchihg Corn't, fed with oats 

Cloot, the hoof of a cow. Cotter, the inhabitant of a 

sheep, &c. cot-bouse or cottage 

Glootif, .an old name for Coutbie, kind, loving 

the Devil ' Cove, a cove 

Gour, a butnp or swelling Cowe, to terrify, to keep 

after a blow under, to lop ; a fright, a 

iSoaicin, wheedling branch of furze, broom. 

Coble, a fishing boat &c. 

Cqft, bought Cowp, to barter, to tumble 

Cog, a. wo()djen dish Over, a gang 

Cowpit, 
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09wpii, tumbled Crooningy humming 

Cowrin, cowering Croucb'uy crook-backed 

Cfrwtey a cdt Crousej cheerful^ courageoufi 

Coziey snug Crously, cheerfully, coura- 

Co^My, snugly geou^ly 

Crahbit, crabbed^ fretful Crowdu, a composition of 
Crock, conversation^ to con- oat-meal and boiled wa- 
verse ter^ sometimes from the 

Craciin, conversing broth of beef, mutton &c* 

Crafty or creft, a field near Crtnvdieiifju, breakfast-time 
a house, in old bushan- CrowJin, crawling 
dry Crummock^ a cow with crooks 

CraitSf cries or calls ioces* ed horns 

santly, a bird Crumf, hard and brittle, 

Cramho^dinky or crambo^ spoken of br$ad 
jingle, rhymes, doggrel Crunt, a blow on the head 
verses with a cudgel 

Crankj the noise of an un- Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny 
greased wheel Cummock, a short staff with 

Crankousy finetfiil^ captious a crooked head 
Cranreucby the hoar frost Curcbie, sl curtsey 
Crapy a crop, to crop Curlery a player at a game 

Crawy a crow of a cock, a on the ice, practised in 

rook Scotland, called curling 

Creely o, basket; to bave Curlie, curled, whose hair 
one's wits in a creely to be falls naturally in ringlets 
craz'd, to be fascinated Curlingy a well know game 
Creesbiey greasy on ice 

CroodoTcroudytocoo9SzdovG Curmurringy murmuring, a 
Croon, ahollow Sc continued slight rumbling noise 
moan ; to make a noise Curpiny the crupper 
like the continued roar of Cusbat, the dove, or wood 
a bull ; to hum a tune pigeon 

Cutfjfy 
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Cutty, shorty a spoon broken Digbt, cleaned from cbaflT 
in the middle. Dinna, do not 

Ding, to worst, to push 
D Dirly a slight tremulous 

stroke or pain 
IJADDIEy a father Dizzen, or diz'n, a dozen 

liqffin, merriment, foolish- Dotted, stupified, hebetated 

ness Dolt, stupified, crazed 

Daft, merry, giddy, foolish Donsie, unlucky 
Daimen,v3T^, now and then, Dool, sorrow ; to sing dool, 

daimert'icker, an ear of to lament, to mourn 

corn now and then Dorty, saucy, nice 

Dainty, pleasant, good hu- D<mce or dtmse, sober, wise, 

moured, agreeable prudent 

Dales, plains, vallies Doucefy, soberly, prudently 

Darklins, darkling Dougbt, was or were able 

Daud, to thrash, to abuse Doure, stout, durable, stub- 
Daur, to dare born, sullen 

Daurt, dared Dow, am or are able, can 

Daurg, or daurk, a day*s Dowff, pithless, wanting 

labour force 

Dawd, a large piece Dowie, worn with grief, 

Dawtit, or dawtet, fondled, fatigue, &c. half asleep 

caresjsed Downa, am or are not able^ 

Dearies, dimin. of dears cannot 

Dearthfu\ dear Drap, a drop, to drop 

Deave, to deafen Drapping, dropping 

Deil-ma-care ! no matter ! Dreep, to ooze, to drop 

for all that ! Dreigb, tedious, long about 

Deleerit, delirious it 

Descrtve, to describe Dribble, drizzling, slaver 

Digbt, to wipe, to clean Drift, a drove 

com from chaff Droddum, the breech 

Droop, 
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J!}roo^^rumprty that droops J^ 

at the crupper 
Drouth, thirst, drought Fj' fall, lot, to fall 
Drucken, drunken. Faddom't, fathomed 

Drumlyy muddy Fae, a foe 

Drummock, meal and wa* Faeniy foam 

ter, mixed, raw Faiiety imknown 

Druniy pet, sour humour Fairiny a fairing, a present 
Dub, SL small pond Fallow, fellow 

Duds, rags, clothes Fand, did find 

Duddie, ragged Farl, a cake of bread 

Dung, worsted, pushed, Fasb, trouble, care, to trou* 

driven ble, to care for 

Dusb, to push as a ram, &c. Fasbt, troubled 
Dusbt, pushed by a ram, Fo^/^^^-^^jFasten^Even 

ox, &c. Fauld, a fold, to fold 

Faulding, folding 
E Faut, fault 

Fawsont, decent, seemly 
IL E, the eye Feal, a field, smooth 

Een, the eyes Fearfu*^ frightful 

E*enen, evening FearU, frighted 

Eerie, frighted, dreading Feat, neat, spruce 

spirits Fecbt, to fight 

Eild, old age Fechtin, fighting . 

Elbuck, the elbow Feck, many, plenty 

Eldritch, ghastly, frightful F(Pci/w'J large, brauny, stout 
En', end Feckless, puny, weak, silly 

Enbruoh, Edinburgh Feg, a fig 
Eneugb, enough Feide, feud, enmity 

Especial, especially F?//, keen, biting; the flesh 

Ettle, to try, attempt immediately under the 

By dent, diligent skin, a field pretty level, 

on 
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on tho sidle or top of a tUebtet, to fltitter^ asymmg 

hill nestlings y Hfim tbeirdam 

Fendf to live comfortably approaches 
Ferlie, or ferley, to won- Flinders, sherds, broken 

derj a wonder^ a term pieces 

of contempt FUngin^iree, apiece of tiim- 

Fetch, to pull by fits ber hung by way of par- 

Betei% pulledintermtttent-* tition between two horses 

ly in a stable, a flail 

Fidge, to fidget Flisl, to fret at the yoke 

Fient, fiend, a petty xtatb FlisJdt, fretted 
Fhr, sounds healthy; a i^^rf/ir, to vibrate like the 

brother, a friend. wings of small birds 

Fit, afoot Flitt^ing, fluttering, vi- 

Fisle, to make a nistBng, brattng 

noise, to fidget, a bustle Fluniie, a servant in livery 
Fit, a foot Foard, a ford 

Fit tie* Ian, the nearer horse Forbears, forefathers 

of the hindmost pair in Forhye, besides 

^e plough Forfaim, distressed, won 

Fizz, to make a hissing out, jaded 

noise, like fermentation Forfougbten, fatigued 
Flainen, flannel Forgather, to meet, to en- 

Fleech, to supplicate in a counter with 

flattering manner Forgte, to forgive 

Fleecbiny supplicating Forjestet, jaded with fa- 

Fleesb, a fleece tigue 

Fhg, a kick, a random Fou', full, drunk 

blow jFb«j'i&/^w, troubled, harrassed 

Fletber, tO decoy by fair Foutb, plenty, enough, or 

w^rds more than enough 

FUtberin, flattering Fow, a bushel, &c. also a 

FU}^, to scare, io frighten pitch-fork 

Frae, 
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Frmy from Gcntty^ joHy, Ifttgfe 

Freii^hy frdth Qtttir^ ridhei, good^ ^ any 

JFVf^f/j* friend kind 

¥u\ frill 6^cJl> to tosfi the head in 

Fudy the scut^ or tftSl of wantonnes^^ or scom 

the hare, c6ney> 4rt. G^^/, a pikd 
F«i|fJ to blow intefmittentily Gmiles, great folkJ 
Ji(^/, did blo^ GeordUy d guinea 

Funnte^ frill of merriment O^/, a child^ a young one 
FuTf a furrow Gbaist, a ^ost 

JFsE^rm, a form, bench Gie, to gi^ ; j^f^^, gave ; 

iF^r/t/, trifling cares; to pid- gien, given 
die, to be in a friss about G^iV, dimin. of gift 
trifles. Crillu, dimin. of gill 

Fyhy to soil, to dirty Gilp^y, a half gfoWn, half 

Fyl't, soiled, dirtied informed boy or giri, a 

rompin lad, a hoyden 
G GimmeTf an ewe from one 

to two years old 
CxAB the mouth, to speak Gin, if, against 

boldly, or pertly Gipsey, a young gifl 

Gae^Xo go; gaed, went; Girriy to grin, to twist the 
gam, or gane, gone; features in fage, agony 
gaun, going &c. 

Gaet or gate, way, manner, Girning, grinning 

road Gizz, a periwig 

Gang, to go, to walk Glaikif, inattentive, foolish 

Gar, to make, to force to Glaive, a sword 
Gar*t, forced to Gfl«/;ty, halfwitted, foolish, 

Garten, a garter romping 

Gash, wise, sagacious, Glaizie, glittering, smooth 

talkative, to converse like a g^ass 

Goibin, converging Gleg, sharp, ready 

Gley, 
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Gley^ a squint^ to squint ; Grapit, groped 
^'g^9$ off at a side, wrong, Great, intimate^ familiar 

Glib-galbety that speaks Gree, to agree ; to bear the 
smoothly and readily gree, to be decidedly 

Glint, to peep victor 

Glintedy peeped Gree*t, agreed 

Glintin, peeping Greet, to shed tears, to weep 

Gloamin, the twilight Greetin, crying, weeping 

Glowr, to stare, to look, Grippet^ catched, seized 
a stare, a look Groat, to get the whistle of 

Glowred, looked, stared one's groat, to play a los- 

Gowan, the flower of the ing game 
daisy, dandelion, hawk- Gro«Joi»^, loathsomely, grim 
weed, &c. Grozet, a gooseberry 

Gowd, gold Grumpb, a grunt, to grunt 

G^'^nffy ^6 game of golf; Grumpbie, a sow 
to strike as the bat does Grun', ground 
the ball at golf Grunstane, a grindstone 

Gowffd, struck Gruntle, the phiz, a grunt- 

Gowk, 2l cuckoo, a term of ing noise 
contempt Grusbie, thick, of thriving 

Gowl, to howl growth 

Grane, or grain, a groan, Gude, the supremb be- 
to groan ing; good 

Grained, groaned Guid, good 

Graining J groaning Guid-mornin, good morrow 

Graip, a pronged instr u- Guid^e'en, good evening 
ment for cleaning sta- Gmdman and guidwife, the 
bl^ master and mistress of the 

Graith, accoutrements, fur- house ; young guidtnan, a 

niture, dress man newly married 

Grannie, grandmother Gully,, or gullie, a large 

Grape, to grope knife 

Guidfatber, 
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S 

Guidfather^ Guidmotber^ Hallan, a particular parti- 

fether-in-law, and mo- tion wall in a cottage, 

ther-in-law or more properly a seat 

Gumlie, muddy of turf, at the outside 

Gusty, tasteful Hallowmas^ Hallow-eve, the 

3 1 St of October 
H Hamely, homely, affable 

Han*, or baun\ hand 
tiA\ hall H^ti an outer garment, 

Ha' bible, the great bible mantle, plaid, &c. to 

that lies in the hall wrap, to cover, to hap 

Hae, to have Happer, a hopper 

Haen, had, ibe participle Happing, hopping 
Haet, Jient 'heat, a petty Hap step an* loup, hop skip 

oath of negation, nothing and leap 
Haffet, the temple, the side Harkit, hearkened 

of the head Ham, very coarse linen 

Hafflins, nearly half, partly Hasb, s, fellow that neither 
Hag, a scar, or gulf in knows how to dress, nor 

mosses, and moors act with propriety 

Haggis, a kind of pudding Hastit, hastened 

boiled in the stomach of Haud, to hold 

a cow or sheep Haugbs; low lying, rich 

Hain, to spare, to save lands ; valleys 

Hain'd, spared Haurl, to drag, to peel 

Hairst, harvest Haurlin, peeling 

Haitb, a petty oath Haverel, a half witted per- 

Haivers, nonsense, speak- son, h^ilf witted 

ing without thought Havins, good manners, 
HaP, or bald, an abiding decorum, good sense 

place Hawkie, a cow, properly 

Hale, whole, tight, healthy one witb a white face 
Hame, home Heapit, heaped 

Hiolsome, 



some Hhsw^ bu8»y^ ^ yoiu^ 

Hfarse^ bi^axae girl 

Heaftp ho^ it Hoddin, the motlpn of » 

Hfotbm's h^th sage country ip^lj^pding 

ii^cd/ oh ! strwge on a cart horse . 

Hecbif promised to foretel Hog-^score, a kind of dis* 

something th94; is ta be tance line^ in curlings 

gpt or given j; foretold ) drawn across the rink 

the thing foretold Hof^tkof^ti^, a kind of 

He^^i to elevate^ to raise horse play, hy justling 
Helm, the rudder of hehn with the shpuldcr ; to 
Herd, to tend flocks^ one juat^<^ 

who tends flpoks s. . Pofll^ outer skin or case, a 
Herriuj a herring .iiut shelly pease swade 

Herry, to plunder, most Hoolie, slowly, leisurely 

properly to plunder birds Hoolie I take leisure, stop 

nests. Hoard, aboard; to hoard 

H?rry«^^,pluqdering, de- Hoprdet, hoarded 

vastation Horn, a Spoon made of 

Hersel, herself, also a herd horn 

of cattle, of any sort Homie, one of the many 
Het, hot names of the devil 

Heugb, a crag, a coal-pit Host, or boast, to cough 
Hilcb, a hobble, to halt Hostin, coughing 
Hilcbin, halting HotcVd, turned top6y*tur- 

Himsel, hiniself vey, blended, mixed 

Hing, to hang Hougbmagandie, fornication 

Hirple, to walk crazily^ to Houlet, an owl 

creep Housie, dimin; of house 

Hissel, so many cattle as Hove, to heave, to swell 

one person can attend Hov'd, heaved, swelled 
Histuy dry, ehapt, barren Howdie, a midwjlfe 

H^we, 



.f 
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Howey hollow^ a hollow or t^nn among country folkft 

dell for a giddy young g^ 

HowebackU, sunk in the Jauky to dally^ to trifle 
back^ spoken of a horse, Jaukiuy triflii^^ dallying 
^c Jau^ a j^rk of water ; to 

Howk, to dig j€ark as a^ti^ed water 

Howkity digged Jj«;, coarse railkry^ to potir 

Howkin, digging out,to shut;, to jerk as water 

Hoy, to urge JtUef, a jik^ a giddy girl 

Hqy^t, urged Jimp, to jump^ slender in 

Hoyse, a puU upwards the waist^ handsonie 

Moyte, to amble crazily Jink, to dodge> to titUti a 
Hugboc, dimin. of Hugh corner^ a sudden turnings 
Hurcbeon, a hedgehog a corner 

Hurdies, the loins^ the «^»^^j that turns quickly^ a 
crupper gay sprightly girl, a wag 

Jinkin, dodging 
Jiri, a jerk 
, ^ JocteUg, 2L kind of knife 

i 9 In Jouk, to stoop, to bow the 

Icker, an ear of corn head 

ler-oe, a great-grand-child Jow, to jow,. a verb which 
Ilk, or Bka, each, every includes both the swing* 

Ill-willie, illnatured, ma- ing naotion and pealing 

licious, niggardly sound of a large hell 

Ingine, genius, ingenuity Jundie, to justle 
Ingle, fire, fire-place jr 

Ise, I shall or will 
Itber, other, one another KaE, a daw 

-Kail, colewort, a kind of 
J broth 

V, 

Y Kail-runt, the stem of cole- 

J AD, Jade ; also a familiar ^q^ ^ 
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Kain, fowls, &c. padd as Kitilin, sl young cat 
rent by a farmer Kiuttle, to cuddle 

Kebbt^kf a cheese Kiutilin, cuddling 

iJL^^*, a peep, to peep- Knaggie, like knags , or 

Keipies, ^ sort of mischiev- points of rocks . 
ous spirits, said to haunt Knappin, hammer, a ham- 
fords and ferries at night, mer for breaking stones 
especially in storms Knowe, a small round hil* 

Kejiy to know, kend or ken't, lock 
knew Kjye, cows 

Kennifif a small matter Kyle, a district in Ayr- 

Kef, matted,' hairy, a fleece shire 
of wool Kyte, the belly 

Ktaugby carking, anxiety Kyibey to discover, to shew 

Kilty to truss up the clothes one's self 

Kiminer, a young girl, a 
gossip L 

Kin\ kindred 

Kin'y kind LjDDlE, dimin. tf lad 

King's'boody a certain part Laggen, the angle between 
of the entrails of an ox, the side and bottom of a 
&c. wooden dish 

Kintra, country I^ig^y low 

Kirtiy the harvest supper, a Lairing, wading and sink- 
chum ing in snow, mud. Sec. 

Kirsen, to christen, or bap- Laitb, loath 
tize Laitbju*, bashful, sheepish 

Kisty chest, a shop, counter Lallans, Scottish dialect 

iT/Zci^^, any thing that eats Lambisy dimin. of Iamb 
with bread, to serve for lamptt, a kind of shell-fish 
soup, gravey, &c. Lan'y land, estate 

Kittley to tickle, ticklish, Lansy lone, my lani, tbji 

likely lane, &c. myself alone 

Lanelyy 
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Landj/^ lonely Loan, the place of milking 

Langf long^ to think long, to Loqf, the palm of the hand 

long^ to weary Loot, did let 

Lap, did leap Lowes, plural of lodf 

Lave, the rest, the remain- Loun, a fellow, a ragamuf*- 

der, the others fin, a woman of easy 

Laverock, the lark virtue 

Lawlan, lowland Lov^e, aflame 

Lea'e, to leave Lowin, flaming 

Leal, loyal, true, faithftil Lowrie, abbreviation qf 
Lear, pronoun, lare, learning Lawrence 
Lee^lang, live-long Lowse, to loose 

Leeze me, a phrase of con-^ Lows' d, loosed 

gratulatory endearment. Lug, the ear, a handle 

I am happy in thee, or Lugget, having a handle 

proud of thee L2f^;i^,asmall wooden dish 

Leister, sl three-pronged with a handle 

dart, for striking fish Lum, the chimney 
Leugb, did laugh Lunch, a large piece of 

Leuk, a look, to look cheese, flesh, &c. 

Lift, sky Lunt, b, column of smoke. 

Lightly, sneeringly, to sneer to smoke 

at Luntin, smoking 

£f//, a ballad, a tune, to sing L^^ir/, of a mixed colour^ 
Ltmrner, a kept mistress, a grey 

strumpet 
lAmpU, limped, hobbled M 

Link, to trip along 

Linkin, tripping JMAE, more 

Linn, 2l waterfall Mair, more 

tint, flax ; lint i* the bell, Maist, most, almpst 

flax in flower Maistly, mostly 

Lintwbite, a linnet Mai, t6 make 

VOL. III. D Makin, 
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Maiin, making Mense, good manners^ de- 

Afallie, Molly corum 

Mang, among Menseless, ill-bred^ rude, 

Manse, theparsonage house, impudent 

where the minister lives Merle 

Afanteele, a mantle Messing a small dog 

Marky marks. This and Midden, a dunghill 

several other nouns which Midden-hole, a gutter at 

in English require an s, the bottom of a dung- 

io form the plural, are in hill 

Scotch, like the wor</f, i1/i;», prim, affectedly meek 

sheep, deer, the same in Afin', mind, remembrance 

both numbers Mind't, mind it, resolved, 

Mar* s year, the year 1715 intending 

Mashlum, meslin, mixed Minnie, mother, dam 

com Misca, to abuse, to call 

Mask, to mash, as malt, fie. names 

Maskin-pat, a tea-pot Misca* d, abused 

Maukin, a hare Mislear*d, mischievous, un- 

Maun, must mannerly 

Mavis, the thrush Misteuk, mistook 

Maw, to mow Mither, a mother 

Mawin, mowing Mixtie^maxtie, confusedly 

Meere, a mare mixed 

Melancholious, mournful Moistifjy, to moisten 

Melder, com, or grdn of Mony, or monie, many 

any kind, sent to the Moop, to nibble as a sheep 

mill to be ground Moorlan, of or belonging 

Mell, to rneddle. Also a to moors 

mallet for pounding bar- Morn, the next day, to- 

ley in a stone trough morrow 

jMelvie, to soil with meal Mouy the mouth 

Min\ to mend Moudiwori, a mole 

Mousie, 



GLOSSARY. 43 

Mousie^ dimin. of mouse Notic't, noticed 
MuckUy or mickle, great^ Noivte, black cattle 

big, much 
Musiey dimin. of muse O 

MusHn^iail, broth compo- ^ 
sed simply of water, C/ , Of 
shelled barley, fc greens Oriyy or onie, any 
Mutcbkiuy an English pint Or^ is often used for ere^ 
Mysely myself before 

OV, of it 
N Ourie^ shivering, drooping 

Oursely or ourselsy ourselves 
JSA^y No, not, nor Outlers, cattle not housed 

Nae, no, not any Ower^ over, too 

Naetbing, or naitbingy no- Owre-bipy a way of fetch- 
thing ing a blow with the 
Naigy a horse hammer over the ^m 
Nancy none 

Nappy y ale, to be tipsey P 

Negleckity neglected 

NeeboTy a neighbour JiACKy intimate, familiar, 

Neuky nook twelve stone of wool 

Niesty next Paincb, paunch 

Nievcy the fist Paitricky a partridge 

Nievefu*y handful P^ngy to cram 

Nlffevy an exchange, to ex- Farritcby oatmeal pud<Hiig, 

change^ to barter a well-known Scotch dish 

Niger y a negro Taty did put, a pot 

Nine'tailed^catySLhangmaxi'sPa^ley or pettley a plough- 
whip staff 
NUy 3, nut Paugbty, proud, haughty 
Norlandy of or belonging Paukyy cunning, sly 
to the north P^y^i P^id« beat 

D 2 Pecby 
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Pe$bf to fetch the breath Poussir, a hare, or cat 
shorty as in an asthma Pout, a poult^ a chicle 
Pecbauy the crop, the sto- Pou't, did pull 

mach Poutberyj like powder 

Peelin, peeling Pow, the head, the skull 

Pet, a domesticated sheep, Pozunie, a little horse 

&c. Powtber, or poutber, powder 

Pettle, to cherish, a plough- Preen, a pirn 

staff Prenty printing' 

Ptraise, fair speeches, flat-* Prie, to taste 
tery, to flatter Prie'd, tasted 

Pbraisiny flattery Prief, proof 

Pickle, a small quantity Priigy tacheapen, to dispute 
Pine, pain, uneasiness Priggin, cheapeningr 

Pit, to put Primsie, demure, precise* 

P/^c^^/, a public proclama- Propone, to lay down, to 

tion, to publish publicly propose 
Plack, an old Scotch coin> Proveses, provosts 
the dd part of a Scotch PutkI, pound, pounds 
penny, 12 of which make Pyle, a pyle o* caff,, a single 
an English penny grain of chaff 

Placiless, pennyless, with- 
out money Q: 
Platte, dimin. of plate 
Plew, or pleugb, a plough QlUAT, to quit 
Pliskie, a trick Quak, to quake 
Poind, to seize on cattlie, Quey, a cow from one to* 
or take the goods, as the two years old 
laws of Scotland allow 
for rent R 
Poortitb, poverty 

Pou^ to pull Ragweed, herb ragwon 

Pwik^ to pluck Raible, to rattle nonsense 
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Sair, to roar Restit, stood restive^ stunt- 

Raizcy to madden^ to Inflame ed, withered 
S^w^-^if^x/V, fatigued, over- Restrickedy restricted 

spread Riefy Reefy plenty 

Rani'Stam^ (thoughless^ for- Rig, a ridge 

ward Ririy to run, to melt ; run^ 

Raplocby properly a coarse iny running 

jcloth, but used as an ad- Rinky the course of t*he 

noun for coarse stones, a term in curling 

Barely y exccllently, very on ice 

well Ripy a handful of unthresh- 

Rasby a, rush, rasb-bussy ed corn 

a bush of rushes Risiity made a noise like 

Rattony a rat the tearing 6f roots 

RaucUy rash, stout, fearless Rockiny see Aj^ndix,^. 7. 
Rauglty reached Roody stands likewise for 

Rawy a, row the plural roods 

RaMy to stretch Roony a shred 

Reaniy cream ; to cream Roosey to praise, to com- 
Reamin^ brimful, frothing mend 
Reave, rove Roun\ round, in the circle 

Reeky to heed of neighbourhood 

R^dey counsd, to counsel Roupety hoarse, as with m. 
Red-wat^shody walking iri cold 

blood over the ^lioe tops Rowy to roll, to wrap 



Red'Wudy stark mad 


Row'ty rolled, wrapped 


R^^, half drunk, fuddled 


Rowtey to low, to bellow 


Reeky smoke 


Rowtby plenty 


Reekiny smoking 


Rowtiny lowing 


Reekity smoked, smoky 


Rozety rosin 


Remeady remedy 


Rungy a cudgel 


Requitey requited 


Runty the stem of colewort 


Resty to stand restive 


or cabbage 




Runkledp 

i 
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Runkled, wrinkled 
Ruth, a woman's name^ the 
book so called ; sorrow 



SaE, So 

Softy soft; 

SatTy to serve^ a sore 

Sairlyy or sairltey sorely 

Sair't, served 

Sariy a shirt 

Sarkity provided in shirts 

Saugby the willow 

Sauly soul 

Saumonty salmon 

Sauntj a saint 

Sauty salt 

Sawy to sow 

Sawiriy sowing 

Saxy six 

ScaVf to scar, a scare 

Scaudy to scald 

Scauldy to scold 

Scanty apt to be scared 

Scawly a scold 

5con, a kind of bread 

SconneTy a loathing, to lothe 

Scratchy to scream, ^55 ^ i^, 

partridgCy CSc, 
Screedy to tear, a rent 
Scrievey to glide swiftly a- 

long ' 



5mwm,gleesomely, swiftly 

Scrimpy to scant 

Scrimpety did scant, scanty 

5^^V, did see 

Seizerty seizing 

Sely self, a body's sely one's 

self alone 
SelVty did sell 
5^' to send 
SenUy I, he, or she sent, or 

did send, send it 
Servant servant 
Settlifiy settling ; to get a 

settUnyto be frighted into 

quietness 
Setty setf offy goes away 
Sbairdy a shred, a shard 
Shangariy a. stick cleft at 

one end for putting the 

tail of a dog, &c. into, 

by way of mischief, or 

to frighten him away 
Sbaver, a humourous wag, 

a barber 
Sbawj to shew, a small 

wood in a hollow place 
SbeeUy bright, shining 
Sbeep'Sbanky to think on^s 

self nae sbeep^sbanky to 

be conceited 
Sberra-mooTy sherriff-moor, 

the famous battle fought in 

the Rebellion. A. D. 1715 

Sheugby 
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Sbeugb, a ditch, a trench, Sklenty slant, to run aslant, 

a sluice to deviate from truth 

Sbilly shrill Sklented, ran, or hit, in an 

Sbogy a shock, a push ofF oblique direction 

at one side Skreigb, a scream, to scream 

Sbooly a shovel ' Slae, sloe 

Sbooriy shoes Slade, did slide 

5'ior<?, to offer, to threaten S/^/>, a gate, a breach in a 
Sbor'dy offered fence 

Sboutber, the shoulder Slatv, slow 

5ir, such Sleej sly, ^/^^5/, slyest 

fici^, sure, steady , Sleeiit, sleek, sly 

Sidelins, sidelong, slanting Sliddery, slippery 
Sillefy silver, money Slj^pe, to fall over, as a wet 

Simmer y summer furrow from tbe plough 

Sin, a son Slyfety fell 

5iV, since Sma% small 

SkaUby to damage, to in- Smedduniy dust, powder, 

jure, injury mettle, sense 

SkelluMy a worthless fellow Smidfyy a smithy 
Skelpy to strike, to slap ; Smoory to smother 
to walk with a smart Smoor'dy smothered 
tripping step; a smart Smouttey smutty, obscene, 
stroke ugly 

Skelpi'limmeTy a technical Swy/w, a numerous coUec- 
term in female scolding tion of small individuals 
Skelpin, stappin, walking Snasby abuse, Billinsgate 
Skiegby proud, nice, high Snawy snow, to snow 

mettled Snaw^brooy melted snow 

Skirling, shrieking, crying Snawiey snowy 
Siirly to shriek, to cry Snedy to lop, to cut off 

shrilly Sneesbiny snuff 

SlirVty shacked Sneesbin^mill, a snuff-box 

Snellf 
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SneUy bitter, biting Spairge, to dash, to soil. 

Snick-drawing^, trick-con- as with mire 

triving Spaviet^ having the spavin 

Snick^ the latchet of a door Speat^ a sweeping torrent, 
Snoolj one whose spirit is after rain or thaw 
broken with oppressive Speel^^ to climb 
slavery; to submit tame- Speficsy the country parlour 
ly, to sneak Spier , to ask, to inquire 

Snoove, to go smoothly and Spier* ty inquired 

constantly, to sneak S'^/^s/Z^r^ a splutter,to splutter 
Snozukf to scent or snufF, as Spleugban, a tobacco-pouch 
a dog, horse, &c. Splon, 3, frolic, a noise, riot 

Snowkif, scented, snuffed Sprattle, to scramble 
Sonsie, having sweet en- Spreclled, spotted, speckled 
gaging looks, lupky, jolly spring, a quick air in music> 
Sootn, to swim a Scottish reel 

Sootb, truth, a petty oath Sprit, a tough^rooted jdant, 
Sowens, a dish made of something like rushes 
oat meal, the seeds of Sprittie, foil of sprits 
oat meal sowred, &c. ^punl, fire, mettle, wit 
boiled up till they make Spuniie, mettlesome, fiery; 
an agreeable pudding wtlhQ-wisp,qir ignis fatuus 

5o«^/^, flexible, swift Spur tie, a stick used in 

Souter, a shoemaker making oat-meal pudding 

Sowp, a spoonfol, a small or porridge, a notable 
quantity of any thing Scotch dish 
liquid Squad, a crew, a party 

Sowth, to try over a tune Squatter, to flutter in water, 

with a low whistle as a wild duck, 8cc 

Sowtber, solder, to solder, Squattle, to sprawl 

to cement Squeel, a scream, a screech, 

Spa$^ to prophesy, to divine to scream 
Spaul, a limb Stacber, to stagger 

Staci^ 
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Stack, a rick of corn^ hay^ Stimpari, the eighth part 

&c. of a Winchester bushel 

St aggie, dimin. of stag Stiri, a cow or bullock a 
3tant*, to stand ; start* t did year old 

stand Stock, a plant or root of 

£tane, a stone cdewort^ cabbage^ &c. 

Stank, did stinky a pool of Stockin, stocking; throwing 

standing water tbs stockin', when the 

Stap, stop bride and bridegroom are 

Stark, stcmt put into, bed^ and the 

Startle, to run as cattle, candle out^ the former 

stung by the gadjly throws a stocking at ran- 

Staumrely a blockhead^ half dom among the compa- 

witted ny, and the person whom 

Staw, did steals to surfeit it strikes is the next that 
Stecb, to cram the belly will be married 

Stecbin, cramming Stocked, made up in shooks 

Steek, to shut^ a stitch as eorn 

Steer, to molest, to stir Stoor, mounding hollow^ 
Steeve, firm, compacted strong and hoarse 

Stell, a still Stot, an ox 

Sten, to rear as a horse Stoup, or stowp, a kind of 
Sten't, reared jug or dish with a handle 

Stents, tribute, dues of any Stoure, dust, more particu^ 

kind larly dust in motion 

Stey, steep, steyest, steepest Stowlins, by stealth 
Stibble, stubble, stibble-rig, Stown, stolen 

the reaper inharvest who Strack, did strike 

takes the lead Strae, straw 3 to die a fair 

Stick an stow, totally, al- strae death, to die in bed 

together Straik, did strike 

Stilt, a crutch, to halt, to Straikit, stroked 

limp, to halt Strappan, tall and handsome 

Straugbt, 
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Straugbt, straight Sweer, lazy, averse, dead- 

Streely stretched^ to stretch sweer^ extremely averse 
StrtddUy to straddle Swoor, swore^ did swear 

Stroan^ to spout^ to piss Swinge, to beat^ to whip 
Shiddie, an anvil Stvirlie, knaggy^ full of 

Stumpie, dimin. of stump knots 
Strunty spirituous liquor of Swirl, a curve^ an eddying 
any kind ; to walk stur« blast, or pool, a knot in 
dily wood 

Stuffy com or pulse of any Switb, get away 

kind Swiiber, to hesitate in 

Siurty trouble, to molest choice, an irresolute wa- 
Sturtin, frighted vering in choice 

Sucker, sugar Syne, since, ago^ then 

Sud, should "p 

Sugb, the continued rush- 
ing noise of wind or wa- lACKETS, A kind of 
ter nails for driving into the 

Sutbren, southern, an old heels of shoes 
name for the English Tae, a toe ; tbree tae*d, hav- 
nation ing three prongs 

Swaird, sward Tak, to take 5 takin, taking 

SwalPd, swelled Tangle, a sea weed 

Swank, stately, jolly Tap, the top 

Swankie, or swanker^ a Tapetless, heedless, foolish 
tight strapping young Tarrow, to murmur at one's 
fellow or girl allowance 

Swap, an exchange, to Tarrow't, murmured 
barter Tariy-breeks, a sailor 

Swat, did sweat Tauld, or tald, told 

Swatcb, a sample Taupie, a foolish thought- 

Swats, drink, good ale less young person 

Sweaten, sweating Tauted, or tautie, matted to- 

gether. 
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gether, spoken of hair or Tbrapple^iiiroat, wind-pipe "] 
wool Tbrawy to sprain^ to twisty 

Tawiey that allows itself to contradict 
peaceably to be handled^ Tbrawin, twisting^ &c. 
spoken of a horse, cow^ &c. Tbrawn^ sprained^ twisted^ 
Teat J a small quantity contradicted, contradic- 

Ten-bourS'bite, a slight feed tion 
to the horses while in Tbreap, to maintain by dint 
the yoke, in the forenoon of assertion 
Tent, a field pulpit, head Tbresbin, thrashing 

caution, to take heed Tbreteen, thirteen 
Tentie, heedful, cautious Tbrtstle, thistle 
Tentless, heedless Tbrougb, to go on with, to 

Teugb, tough make out 

Tback, thatch, tback an Tbroutber, pell-mell, con- 
rape, clothing, neces- fusedly 
saries Tbud, to make a loud inter- 

Tbae, these mittent noise 

Tbairmsy small-guts, Mdl^-Tbumptty thumped 

strings Tbysel, thyself 

Tbankit, thanked TUVt, to it 

Tbegitber, together Timmer, timber 

Tbemsely themselves Tine, to lose ; tit^, lost 

Tbick, intimate, familiar Tinkler, a tinker 
T6iVi;^/m, cold, dry, spited. Tip, a ram 

spoken of a person's de- Tippence, two-pence 
meanour Tirl, to make a slight noise, 

Tbir, these to uncover 

Tbirl, to thrill Tirlin, uncovering 

Thirled, thrilled, vibrated Titber, the other 
Tbole, to suffer, to endure Tittle, to whisper 
Thowe, a thaw, to thaw Tittlin, whispering 
Thowless, slack, lazy Tocher, marriage portion 

Throng, throng, a crowd Tod, a fox 

Toddle, 
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TiMUy to tottor, like the Twai^ twelve ; twal-pennie 

walk of a child worthy a small quantity, 

TodMiuj tottering a penny-worth 

Toomy empty N. B. One penny English is 

Toop,SiTam . l^d. Scotch. 

Touny a hamlet, a farm- Twitiy to part 

house Tykcy a dog 

Touty the blast of a horn, y 

or trmnpet, to blow a 

horn, &c. UNCOy Strange, uncouth, 

Towy a rope very, very great, prodi- 

Towmondy 3, twelve-month gious 
Tott/zisy rough, shaggy UncoSy news 
Tojfy a very old fashion of Unkenn'dy unknown 

female head-dress Unsiaitb'dy undamaged, 

Tojtey to totter like old age unhurt 
Transmugrify^dy transmi- '-r^* upon. 

« 

grated, metamorphosed V 

Trashtriey trash ^^ 

Trickicy full of tricks ^AFRINy vapouring 

Trigy spruce, neat Feruy very 

Trimljy excellently J^'*'^ ^ ring round a co- 

Troivy to believe lumn, &c. 

Trozutby truth, a petty oath iff 
Trfty tryed 

Tugy raw hide, of which WA*y Wall 5 o;«'f, walls 

in old times plough traces Wabstevy a weaver 

were frequently made Wady would, to bet, a bet, 

Tulziey a quarrel, to quar- a pledge 

rel, to fight Wadnay would not 

Tway two ;f^^^ woe, sorrowful 

Twa-threey a few IVaesucks ! or wtf« »i<? / 

Twii^/, it would alas ! O the pity ! 

JVaft, 
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IVaft, the cross thread that WaHle^ a twig^ a wand 

goes firbm the shuttle WauhUy to swings to reel 

through the web Waultt^ thickened as fuU 
lVaifu\ wailing lers do clotb 

IVairy to lay out, to expend JVauhrife, not ^t to sleep 

Wale, choice, to chuse Wawy worse^ to worst 

WaVdy chose chosen FVaur'ty worsted 

tValisy ample, large, jolly; Wean, or weantCy a child 

also an interjiction of dis^ Weariey or weary ; many a 



tress 




wearie body, many 


adif. 


Wame, the belly 




ferent person 




iVamefou* a belly^fuU 




iVeasofiy weasand 




fVancbansie, luilucky 




Weaving the stocHn^ 


) oee 


lVanerestfu\ restless 




Throwing the Stociing, 


fVarky work 




page 49. 




JVark'lumey a tool to work TTee, little ; wee things. 


with 




little ones ; wee 


hU, a 


fVarly or warld, world 




sm^ll matter 




TVarlbcky a wizzard 




Weely well; weelfa%e 


,vel- 


Warly, worldly, eager 


on 


fare 




amassing wealth 




Weety rain, wetness. 




Warran, a warrant, 


to 


W^sey we shall 




warrant 




Wha, who 




Warsty worst 




Wbaisde, to wheeze 





WarstVdox warsVd, wrest- Wbalpit, whelped 

led JVbangy a leatheren strings 

fVastriey prodigality a piece of cheese, bread, 

IVaty wet; Iwaty I wot, &c. to give the strappado 
I know Wbarey where, whare^er, 

Water-brose. brose made of wherever 
meal and water simply, Wheepy to fly nimbly, to 
without the additions of jerk; penny ^wbeepy%xxi'dSL* 
milk, butter, &c. beer 

Wbasty 
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Wbassy whose IFmpliny waving^ mean- 

Wiatrecky nevertheless dering 

WUdy the motion of a hare^ Wtriy to wind^ to winnow, 

runningbutnotfiighted, JVtn*ty winded, as a bottom 

a lie ' of yarn 

IVbiddm, running as a Win\ wind 5 wm'5, winds 

hare or coney Wmna, will not 

Whigmeleetiesy whims, fen- Winnocky a window 

cies, crotchets IVinsome, hearty, vavinted, 

f^ingitiyCryiugy complain- gay 

ing, fretting Wtntle, a staggering mo- 

Wbirligigumsy useless or- tion ; to stagger, to reel 

naments, trifling^ppen- Wmzey an oath 

dages Wtssy to wish 

Whtsshy a whistle, to whis- Wttboutteriy without 

tie Wizen* dy hide-bound, dri- 

Wbisbty silence, to bold one* s ed, shrunk 

wbisbty to be silent Wonnevy a wonder, a con- 

Wbishy to sweep, to lash temptuous appellation 

Wbiskity lashed W6o\ wool 

IFbittevy a hearty draught Wooy to court, to make love 

of liquor to 

Wbunstancy a whin-stone Woodie, a rope, more pro^ 
WbyleSy whiles, sometimes perly one made of withs or 
Wt\ with willows 

Wicky to strike a stone in ^o^-ici, the garter knot- 

an oblique direction, a ted below the knee with 

term in curling a couple of loops 

Wiely a small whirl-pool IVordyy worthy 
Wifiey a dimin. or endear- Worseiy worsted 

ing term for w\fe Wrack, to teaze, to vex 

Wimphy to meander Wud^mady distracted 

WimpVty meandered Wumble, a wimble 

Wraitb, 
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Wraitby a spirit^ a ghost ; Yealings, bom in the same 
an apparition exactly like year^ coevals 
a living person^ whose Year, is used for both sin^ 
appearance is said to gular and plural years 
forebode the person^s ap- Yell, barren^ that gives no 
proaching death milk 

IVrang, wrong, to wrong Yerlt, to lash, to jerk 

Wreetby a drifted heap of Yerkity jerked^ lashed 
snow Yestreen, yesternight 

Tfyltecoaty a flannel vest YUl, ale 

Uyte, blame, to blame Kr J, earth 

Yokiny yoking, a bout 
Y Yont, beyond 

Yoursely yourself 

Jr £, tbis pronoun is fre^ Yowe, an ewe 
quently used for thou Yowie, dimin. of yowe 

Yearnsy longs much Yule, Christmass 
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